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P REF A C E. 


ITHOUT entering into a learned 
diſquificion upon Muſic, the Editor 


of this performance thinks it incumbent on 
him to give ſome reaſons for laying this Col- 
lection at preſent before the public, at a 
time that Song Books in general are held in 
but ſmall eſteem; as there are more bad 
compilations of the kind than there are 
good voices. 


Few, if any, publications of this nature, 
extant, appear to have fallen to the lot of 
perſons in the leaſt acquainted with the buſi- 
neſs they engaged in: a promiſcuous jumble, 
without choice or ſelection, to fill a certain 
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number of pages, ſeems to have been the 
only object they have hitherto had in view, 
and whilſt in general they excluded decency, 
they alſo laid aſide taſte and judgment. 


Amongſt all the various Song Books that 
have fallen under our inſpection, we have 
not met with one but what has been totally 
defective as to conſiſtency; and in blend- 
ing a ſtrange aſſemblage of airs together, 
thereby endeavouring to ſuit every taſte, 
they abſolutely ſuit none, | 


The errors of our predeceſſors have ſerved 
us as beacons to avoid thoſe ſhoals on which 
they have ſplit ; and, by ſteering a different 
courſe, we hope to meet a different fate. To 
this end it was judged neceſſary to cull a col- 
lection of Songs that were not incongruous, 
and which might come under the denomi- 
nation of the ſocial and convivial; and in the 
purſuit of this taſk we have had recourſe, at 
ſome expence, to all the Engliſh Song 
Books, ancient and modern, publiſhed in 
the three kingdoms, that might furniſh any 
materials for the accompliſhment of our 


plan. 


In the proſecution of our deſign, we have 


alſo had an eye to deceny and decorum, 
which 
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which ſhould never be entirely baniſhed 
from the moſt jovial company; and tho” 
we ſhould be very ſorry that the ſpirits of 
the purchafer ſhould flag, or that he ſhould 
be any way diſappointed, the only confola- 
tion we can give him, if he ſhould expect 
more luſcious harmony than we propole in- 
ttoducing, is, that ſome ſituations are much 
better conceived that deſcribed. 


In the courſe of our taſk we had, doubt- 
lefs, much more to reject than adopt, having 
preſerved none but what were either elegant 
in themſelves, or admired for their muſic. 
Thoſe of modern date are ſelected from the 
moſt approved Engliſh poets and compoſers, 
The ſtage has in this reſpect been our great- 
eſt ſource, as our operas and maſques have 
of late excelled any foreign productions of 
the kind. Nor have the favourite airs 
ſung at the public gardens eſcaped our at- 
tention. A great number are alſo new, 
having never before appeared in print, in- 
terſperſed in the work without order or con- 
nection; and others are corrected from the 
errors of ſpurious publications, with ad- 
ditions not to be met with in any other book. 
No pains have been ſpared to render this 

A 3 pub- 


iv Tur PREFACE. 


publication as complete as poſſible, and it 
was therefore judged that a collection of 
Toaſts, Sentiments, and Hob-Nobs, ſuited 
ro all raſtes, and fir for all companies, would 
be no improper ſupplement. 


If we have improved upon the plans, of 
our predeceſſors, by a more judicious ſelec- 
tion of our materials; if we have been able 
to furniſh ſome novelty to gratify the curi- 
oſity of the reader; if the Bon-vivant and 
the Choice Spirit will teſtify their applauſe 
by the exertion of their riſible muſcles, we 
Thall think our aſſiduity and attention fully 
recompenſed, and that the public in gene- 
ral will not be diſpleaſed with the produce of 
our labours. EW 


RS.” 
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A | 

S landlady Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pre 4 
A As Collin rang'd early one morning in ſpring 9 
Adieu ye groves, adieu ye plains 
As tinkering Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry — 40 
Are ye landed from England, and feck of the Jens 42 
Aſt if yon damaſk roſe be faveet  —— — 5 
A taylor there was, and he liv/d in a garrct — 56 


Hſe me not how calmly TF —— 70 
At Ft. Ofythe*s by the mill — — 71 
A pox on the times —C 
£ damſel, I'n told — 73 


A very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta ſhrwe — 75 
2 attend that woman's lowe.—.ꝛqqä²— 75 

trifling ſong you ſhall bear — — 77 
A cobler there was, and he liy'd in a flall —— 78 
Ariſe, ariſe, great dread, for arms renown'd -— 80 


As 1 went forth to view the ſpring ib. 
A plague on thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch a pother 157 
As Chloe came into the room t other day — 158 


At Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair — 178 
A nymph there liuues, whom many a fwain 
Away to the field, fee the morning looks grey — 203 


A dawn of hope my foul revives == 211 
All in the Downs our fleet was moor 218 
A majon's daughter fair and young 235 
Attend to the flory — 236 


A Damon ray d through yonder grove =——— 240 
ds long as our coaft does with whitene/s appear — 246 
A folder, a ſailor, @ linker and à taylor. 267 
Awful hero, Malbro”, ri/e — 268 
A; Wincheller there was a wedding mm mn 271 
A 4 As 


(mn ) 
A's leering black=ey'd playhouſe Sal 


290 
As Wit, Jole, and Humour together were ſat — 321 
As Chloe was bathing one het ſummer's day — 324 
B 


Bright was the morning, ccol was the air = 82 
Ay the mould of your bubbies, fo reund and ſo white 83 


Bug, curious, thirſty fly — 84 
By the gaily circling glajs I 
Bleſt as ib immortal god, is he — 
Bid me, when forty winters more — 133 
By my fig hs you may diſcover — — 167 


Blab nat what you ought to ſmot ber — 184 
Bacchus Jove's delighful boy — 221 
Behold, from many an hoſtile ſhore — 229 


By maſon's art ib aſpiring doom — —— 252 
Behold, in a lodge we dear brethren are met — 234. 
Bacchus one day, gayly ftriding —— 258 
Brother bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall fing 270 
By Chreeſht and /aint Patrick, going home late laſt 

| | night — — [27 


k G :\ 

Come, cheer up my lads, tis to glory we fleer — 14 
Come jolly Bacchus, god of ine ¼ß̃—2 17 
Can the weak taper's feeble rays —— — 26 
Come, my bucks, let's to-night be devoted to drinking 58 
Contented, I am, and contented Ill be '—--- 64 
Car love be controul d by advice — 86 
Come all ye young lovers, who wan with deſpair ib. 


Come, let us prepare — | 
Come, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee — 118 
Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion — 126 
Caſt, my love, thine eyes around — 131 


Ceme, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we moſt ſhear 159 
Come rouxe, brother ſportſman, the hunters all cry — 204 
Calm war the even, and clear was the ſty — 228 
Come, come, ye choice ſpirits, t gether reſort — 248 


Come lifter to me, and Ill tell you news | 253 
| Come 


( 

Come here, we're all jowvial and happy, Fe. —— 285 
Cold winter ⁊vith an icy face oo — 312 
Com: Roger, and liſten to where ] have been — 331 


| h | D | 0s 0 n 8 8 
Dear Molly, I love you, I hope there's no harm in 

> ———— — 
Deſpairing beſides a clear fiream — | 18 
Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet lige. —— 37 
Deareſt Kitty, lind and fair — — 4. 
Diogenes, /urly and proud © | 46 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure. ——— 89 
Do you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of the horn 205 
Dear Jom 8 brown jug that now foams with mila 


n — 

| . e 

Early one morn, a jolly briſk tar — 90 

Fre Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſp budding flow'r 306 

Fair Hebe 1 ft with a cautions de/ign 13 
Fair Kitty beautiful and ung — 


39 
From the man whom ] love, tho my heart 1 diſguiſe 41 
Fly care tothe winds, thus I blow thee away — 92 
Fair Iris I love, and I hourly die X ib. 
Forth from my dark and diſmal cell 93 


Free from confinement and ſtrif?̃ —— r —— 94 


Farewel, Ianthe, faithle/s maid — 
Fly fwiftly ye minutes till Comus receive — 19 
Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong — — 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh grief 2 : 3 
280 


Fling away ambitious toys — 
From ploug bing the ocean, and thraſhing monſieur 300 
Farewel, to Lochabar, and farewel, my Jean 326 


' Go, tuneful bird, that glad „ the ſkies w—— 1 
| Guardian angels now protect me | ——— 9 


(viii ) 


Co ro, my Chloe's boſom grace — 
Gay Damon long fludy d my heart to obtain 163 

| 5 
Hark, hark, jolly ſportſmen, awhile to my tale — 32 
How little do the lundimem know 49 
How gentle uur my Damon's air 96 


Hail Windſor, crown'd with lofty tos r- — 97 
Hail Greenwich, crown'd awith feoeet delight 98 
Happy hours all hours excelling — — 29 
He comes, be comes, the hero's come ib. 
Hail maſonry, thou craft diuin⸗ — — 100 
Hark, hart ye, how echoes the horn in the vals — 101 
Hark ! the bonny Chriſt church bells — 10: 
He that will not merry, merry be — ib. 
How brimful of nothing's the life of a bean — 103 
How 4225 a ſtate does the miller paſſeſi 
7 


How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes — — 105 
Happ by's the love which meets return — — 119 
How gentl: was my Damon ar —— 196 
Hark , tis I, your own true lover —— 197 


Hark! the horn calls away — —— 210 
How glorious their virtue, who nobly contrive — 236 
Hark ! hark ! the joy-inſpiring horn — 
Hark ! away ! *tis the merry ton d born ——— 313 
Hail England, Old England, for glory renown'd 316 
truth can fix thy waw'ring heart — 3 

un ſtory were told | | — 
1 made love to Kate, long'd 7 figh'd for u —— 10 
It is, I believe. X — 20 
In April, when primroſes paint the {weet plain — 24 

In lobe ſhould there meet a fond pair — 45 
IO | 

107 


I toſs and tumble thro' the night 
Jam, in truth — | 
have been in love, and in debt, and in drink — 108 


love thee by heavens, I cannot ſay more? 1 7 
I i * is 


WS. 
If T live to grow old, as I find I go down 


— 110 
1f gold would lengthen life, I favear — It 
1f wine be a cordial, why dees it torment — bb. 
In good king Charles's golden days — 112 
In ſpite of love, ot length I find KW W 
Jolly mortals, fill your glaſe. — —— 115 
In infancy our hopes and fears — — 128 
F ver the cruel tyrant love ib. 
F loves a ſeueet paſſion, how can it torment— | 

a plain pleaſant cottage conveniently neat— 166 
Jam marry d, and happy ; with wonder bear this 190 
In all the jex ſome charms I gu 259 
In trains harmonious found the lay 277 
In vain do poets ſirive to fing — 278 
In whimfical lays — 289 
Ir days of yore, when on the plain —ͤ 293 
i the heart of man is depreſi d with care — 297 
In mn fer paſt folly —ͤ 307 

ohn Anderſon, y Jo, John — 3 
Im a hole tbat's 100 narrow when firft I amiry'd 329 
Let's be jovial, fill your glaſſes — 115 
Let Joldiers e pay . np — 2c 15 

e's a gentle, gen rous paſſion — kl 

Let the grave, and the gay — 120 
Lif?'s a garden, rich in treaſure — 127 
Let not rage, thy boſom firing — 129 
Lovely nymph, aſſauage my anguiſh — 0; 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 220 
Let maſonry be now my theme — — 232 
Leave of this idle prating — — — 24 
Lift is cheguer'd, toil aud pleaſure 5 
Let gay anes and great — — 302 

f M #1 | 

My deareſt life, were you my wife — zz; 
My /ong, firs, excuſe — — C3 


64) 
My 4s aud my miſtreſs are beth of a kind —— 122 
My temples with cluſters of grapes PI entwine — 142 
My days bade bien ſo ord rous free — 152 
My dear miſtreſs has @ heart 153 
My Gliſs too long, my briat denies | 199 
My fond ſhepherd of late were Jo bleft ——— 215 
My banks are all furniſ d with bee. — 217 


N 
Near the fide of a ponn, at the Foo of of a hill — 47 


New Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars —— C8. 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embed ring ſhade 143. 


Now the bappy not is ty'd ——= 160 
Nature gave all creatures arms 188 
No nymph that trips the verdant plain 189 
Nanny 4lufhes when I woe her — — 74 
No longer let whimſical ſong fters cempare 284 
Net far from town a country fquire — — — 327 
0 ld 


of all fates in life Ga variou.— —— 27 
On the white cliffs of Albion, fee Fame, where 8 
Hand. — 28 

| One ! neighbour, cer bluſh fer a trifle like this — 126 
Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofial fea} — 1 32 
© Sandy, why leav?/? then thy Nelly to mourn — 167 
Once more Pl! tune the vocal hell 186 


O Beſfy Bell and Mary Gray 194 
Oh had been by fate decreed 214 
OE, how ſball I, in language weak 216 


On, on, my dear brethren, purſue the good lectures 233 

O greedy Midas, I've been feld | 256 
One evening Good Humour 190k Wit at his gue ib. 
One ſummer's eve as Strephon rov'd 260 
On a bank of. flowers, in a jummer day — 262 
Oh ! the time that is paſt. 262 

Old bards have ſung how wwe could boaſt mn 5 8 
Pos Bo 1 2 


12 1 
. 09 
Pho ! pox on this nonſenſe, I prithee give en. — 7 
Pub the bottle about, drink my toaſt, and away — 61 
Puſh about the briſt bo ꝛul, tabill enliven the heart 148 


Phillis, as her wine ſhe fipp'd in —— — 266 
Phyllis, rhe faireſt of love's fes — . 275 


| R 
Refſole*d, as her poet, of Celia to fing 


S 


Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake 
Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen — 36 


15 


—— 


See the conquering hero comes — — 1; 
Sure Sally is the lovelieft laſs — 14 
Sick of the town, fair Delia flew — 153 


Sit round, my brave boys, and aſſiſt my bad voice — 172 
Since æuedloch s in vogue, and ſtale virgius deſcis d 215 


She tells me wwith claret ſhe cannot agree — 2247 
Since there's no ſmall diff rence *twixt drowning and 
drinking — 4. 


Since pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jet — 249 
Some coblers turn poets to ſerve their great friends 231 


Since laws are made for ev'ry degree 299 
Still in hopes to get the better —— 302 
Since loſt to peace of mind ſerene 393 


Save women and wine there's nothing in life — 315 
Sylvia, on her arm reclining — — 330 
| x 

To fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 228 
There was a maid, and ſhe went to the mill — 12 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 22 
Jig a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they are twain 24 
The echoing born, calls the ſportſman abroad — 2; 
Tho? /ages have wrangled with envy and flrife 27 
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit — 30 

The 


11 F 
The lillies of France, and the brave Engliſh roſe 40 
That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride — 51 
To the ſons of true humour, this Valar ad drs d — 52 
To take in good part the ſqueeze of the band — 5 
The” 1 lowe you, yet think not my judgment ſo weak 66 
The /port/man may boaſt of his wells/cented hound 67 
The jun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 123 


7h my features, I'm told 124 
' There was a jolly miller once — 125 
T he virgin, when ſoften d by May 129 


"Tis not wealth, it is not birth — 1; 
*Tawas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tell. — 137 
To eaſe his heart, and own his flame 141 
he breed came forth frae the barn 151 
The women all tell me Pm falſe to my laſs — 155 
The nymph that I low'd was as chearful as day — 164. 
To you that are lowers theſe lines I addreſs ——— 170 
This world is a flage — 175 
The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride — ——— 178 
T he wicked wits, as fancy. hits, all ſatirize the fair 180 
The laſs of Peaty*s mill — 192 
To Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung —— 195 
Through all the employmens of lifes —— —— 1 
The mind of a woman can newer be known — — 108 
That all men are beggars you plainly may ſee ——» ib. 
The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing morn 200 
To ſpeak my mind of womankind 
The weſtern ſky was purpled der ; 

To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long — 223 
Tho* Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and 


| Pruſſia — 226 
Jig maſonry unites mantinliäüko 229 
Thurſday in the morn the nineteenth of May 244 
T he modes of the court ſo common are grown — 298 
T he charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met 299 


Thus I tand like a Turk with his doxies around ib. 
Dother day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſpade — 306 
The feſtive board was met, the ſocial band — 311 

3 ; — 


(* 
To think on onès follies, ſometimes, is but right 37 
Tom Ramble, a rake of right catholic hape == g22 
The filver moon's enamour'd beam 330 
v | 
Virgins are like the fair floaw'r in its Iuſire —— 166 
Vat mean you, Shou Engliſh, you make dis great poder 242 


| 1 
While gentlefolks ftrut in their fil ver and ſattins — 11 
When all the Attic fire was fied 23 


When late I wander d oer the plain — 20 
Mben Orpheus went down to the regions below —— 13 
Where's my ſewvain ſo bly the and clewer, — 29 
When ſnow deſcends, and re bes the fields — 37 
When dew-drops gil the auecping thorn X 
What ſhepherd or nympb of the grove w—— 

When Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth 8 
When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat — 117 
When youth mature to manhood grew 121 
hen forc'd from dear Hebe to go —— —— 135 
Wherever I'm going, and all the day long — 142 


When Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn 143 
With women and wine I defy ev ry care 147 
When a maid in way of marriage 158 


When Britain firſt at heaven's command —— 161 
Well met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young ſwain 162 
With feavords on their thighs the bold yeomen are ſeen 175 
While Whitf—d and W—tly wwith cant and parade 169 
When firft I Jaw my fair in bed — 
When trees did bud and fields æuere green —— 179 


Where ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter 186 
Why heawes my fond boſom ! ah! what can it mean 192 
When daifie: py'd and wiol'ts blue — 202 
With early horn ſalutes the morn — 203 
When I drain the roſy bowl 206 
When I was a young one, what girl was like ms 209 


Who has e er been at Baldock muſt needs know the mill 212 
Would you taſte the naon- tide air — 214 
Wien J enter d my teens, and threw playthings afide 224 

* 
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M. Jreibren, free maſons, let's mark the great name 232 
hen I followed à laſi that wwas*freumart aid fby 292 
A hat a noiſe has there been, what a great conſternation 252 
When Fanny 1 /aw, as foe tripp'd o'er the gren 258 
With horns and <rith hounds I a<vaktn the day 280 
ould you hawe a young virgin of fifteen year. — 274 
VWhen ycu meet a tender creature 302 
ben heart and head are crack't with care — 312 
Mine, wine aue allow the C riſt fountain of mirth 314 
] hen mighty roaft beef was the Engliſhman's food 328 
Warm and wanton one night by her lſband”s dull fide 334. 
bat beauties doe, Flora diſcloſe 335 
Y 


Te gods, ye gave io me a wife. 18 
Ye Me air married dames, wo ſo oft en deplore — 221 
Ze bucks, far and near, to my ſonnet give ear — 59 


Ze belles and beaux, attend my ſong 118 
Ze mortals, whom fancies aud treubles perplex 149 
Ye warblers, while Strephon I mourn —: 153 
Young Collin, proefts I'm his joy and delight 157 
Ye national ſchemers a while give me leave — 15 

Ze awell choſe Cheoice Spirits who blaxon this throng 173 
Ye fair, palit of exry charm — 91 
Yes, Pm in love, I feel it now — 213 
Young 1 am and fore afraid — | 217 


Young Molly, awho lives at the feot of the bill 220 
Young Collin, fhing near the mill — 225 
Ze dull thinking ſculs, who by troubles are pref 250 
Ye medley of mortals who make up this throng — 264 
Ye ſhepherds and nymphs, ibat adorn the gay plain 276 
Ye belles and ye flirts and ye pert little things 28; 
Ye /ons of the bottle attend to my muſe — 
Ye morials whom trouble and ſorroau attend — 291 
Ye virgins attend | — 292 
Ze. frwains who roam from fair to fair ——— 2 94 
Te roy fac'd fons of the rich purple juice — 295 


Youth's the ſeaſon made 0 Ops — ä— 2098 
en 3563 a cot. 
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SONG 1. The SKY-LARK.: 
By Mr. een, 


G2 tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the * 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy 1. 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, | 

Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, ! 
To Damon's native plains belong. ; 


Tell her in livelier plumes arrray'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhire ; 

But aſk the lovely partial maid, : 
Ya are his notes TERED to thine ? 


B ; Then 


CSF, 
Chen bid her treat yon witleſs beay, 

And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 
And ſend an ear to Damon'$ woe, 


159903 107 
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Who ſings e and e Wel dad - 
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SONG 2. From SHAKEsPEAR'S CYMBELINE. 


— _ _ 


By Mr WiLL1au corre | 


I. 


O fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 

Soft maids, and village hinds ſhall bring 

Each op'ning ſweet, of earlieſt cape A 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. x | 


II. 11 531 3 
No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear 3 247] 
To vex with ſhrie ks this quiet grove : 
But ſhepherd. lads aſſemble here, 
And melting Fane ha Fo love. 1 
2110. Lag v! 
No wither'd witch ſhall — bs thi 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : _ 
The female fays ſhall haunt the pen owe 
And refs thy grave with . 
524244 ; nm 
The red-breaft oft at ev'ning hours 


With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow* IS, 
To deck the ground where thou art id. A 
V. IS 

When howling winds, and beating rain 


Or *midft the chace on ev'ry plain, 


The tender though on thee ſhall 1 
3 7 


Shall kindly lend his little aid, we of 


In tempeſts ſhake the {ylvan cel 2 £24 1614 


VI. Each 


vs 4 4 x 38973" earl vid HT 
20100} / FI. . nus 3:0 [3s bnA” 


1 ri nel ba 
Each lonely 


e ſhall thee eden, hit N 
For — t e tear be duly ſhed : 
Belov'd, till life could charm no more 
And mourn d, till oh s ſelf be dead · 


214A. n * ; | * 
— — — wu — ___—_r 
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SON G 3. To 3 


| By avm Gt, El. = 
40! 10 = 


F 1 can fix thy way'ring Ms; 
Let Damon urge his claim, 


He feels the paſſion void of art, 1 
The Pune, he conſtant flame, - LINE E 4 
Tho? Gghin keaiob hel- torments telly BS 
Their ſenſual love contemn; * 
They only prize the beauteous te. 
But ſlight the inward n. hive 0A 


Poſſeſſion cures the woanded ane * 36 
Deſtroys the tranſiont fire; K r lth 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets defire,, , | . .. 7 


By age your beauty will decay. 9 5 8 7160 4 
Your mind improves with years: 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, | 


T he rip'ning fruit appears. 


And bleſs the future 5 
That Damon, who can taſte the Rat, ** * 
May gather ev'ry flow'r! 


B 2 SONG 


May dearth and Sylvia pants my a, er 
2 ; rm" 1 


1141 
0 N 4. Tue Sierg Ap Inis. 


Off Dr. Soros. by 
rng 45 ; 57 80 it; 7 
GY: gust Iris, pretty vided, | 
Dear mercenary beauty,--- * + + 
What annual offering ſhall I make 1 
2 — Expreſſive of my _ <4 er» 4 wk 58 
My heart, a victim to thine eyes, GELS 14 
Should I at once deliver; 4 
Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift, who ſlights the giver? 


tt 
4 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, =_ 

| My rivals give——and let em: 

(| If gems, or gold, 1mpart a joy, 17. 
Tu give them when I get em. iy 


P11 — not the fall-blown role, * 
Or roſe- bud more in faſhion.; - 
Such ſhort-liv*d 1 4 ail 
A tranſitory paſſion: E 


I'Il give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs ſincere, than civil! 
Pll give thee Ah! too charming maid, . 
PII give thee——to the devil. | 


* 
oh. a - 
— — K — 
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SONG 5. By Pr. Gordsuirn. 


S landlady Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pure, 
At meeting one Sunday delay'd, 
Coming home unexpected ſhe caught on the floor, 
Her tapſter with Dolly the 4 | 
She 


he 


5 1 


She flew to the ladle, * poker, the ſpit} 
But at laſt ſhe began to proceed, 
Sure Satan himſelf of the bottomleſs pit 
Will avenge deen a — deed. 
pack off, thou dee fon or Py give thee 18 
Avaunt with thy Babylon whore; 
What, when I have — good beds in my houſe, 
To do ſuch a chip g on the floor! 


” . „ - 
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* 


THILE gentlefolks frat. in cheir aher. and ſat- 
tis, 9 
We poor ſolks are trampin in Ww hats and pattens; 
vet as merrily old Englil ballads-can ſing o, 
As they at their epa een outlandiſh ling 03 
Calling out; bravo; ankooro, and caro, | 
Tho'f I will fing nothing but Bartlemew fair o. 


Here was, firſt of all, (crowds againſt other crowds 
| drivin 77 
Like wind and tide meetin g cach contrary ſtriving; 


* Shrull _ ſharp fighting, and ſhouting and ſhnek- 


in 
Fifes, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow-girls 
_- ſqueaking, 
Come my rare round and ſound, here's choice of fine 
Ware o, 
Though all was not ſound ſold at Bartlemew fair o. 


There was drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhowing - 
of poſtures, 


Witk feying black puddings, and op'ning of oyſters ; 
B 3 With 


1561 
Wich ſalt doxes ſolos, and * folks ſquawling 3 
Wepgige -houſe-gueſts roaring, and mouth-pigces by Bau 


Pimps, — ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 
Bawds, bailiffs, jilts, jockiee, _ tumblers, and 


_ tayions, 0H 
nes Sie Punch's whole 115 of the gun” 2 deg t. 


with beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridg ge aff Bot 3 
Fine ſauſages fry' d, and the black on the ed 
The whole court of France, and nice P'S at the. > fire 
Here' s the up-and-downs, who'll t. take a e Ms 


Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall x 1 
The chaiſe Lidel horfes, and queen of Tank 


Here's the B unds, dome who rides, came 


N e OE OR. beides, Sh 
Wine, beer, and cakes, eatin 

The fam'd learn'd dog that can tell alli 8 
And ſome men, as ſcholars, are dot much his betters. 


Ann 


This world's a wide fair, where we. ramble weng 
thin 1 
Our parious Tho children are rempied: & Kur- 
things ; 


By ſound and by ſhow, .by traſh and. tru 

The fal-lals of faſhion, 220 F acht 1 Mug 
What is life but a droll, rather wretched e 
And thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew Fair 8. | 


44 e 
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Bi H O!] pox of this nonſenſe, I 14 give o' er, 


bas ex>ldmys 


„And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 

cir face, and their air, and their mien, what a rout ! 

He e's to. thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 9 * 
5 to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


WW 


Lt Glien Fops play the fool ind the ape; u 2 8121 
hey dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 
855 10 7 honeſt fellows ' ſdeathl who'd ever chink 
F pufi ing for love, while he's _ to * ? | 
Of puling, &c. MY — 
i wine, only wine, that true e beſlo! * N 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes 3 3 
Remember what topers of bid us'd to ſing, 
The man that is "FS 15 As We as à e. 9 
The man, e. 5 


ai | Cupid aſſaults you, AO 8 1 far bis 21 * 
Anacrean” s caſes ſer, page-twenty-fix : 4 
precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul; "2 


of I bald on, and drown the young dog in 2 bowh, 


hold, &c. 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, * a POPE þ i 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt ve liquor to quaffg 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, , 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


By SONG 
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How our monarchs of old” + 
Qꝭer France ſpread their royal Gore your be wit]; 
| But no annals can | DN 
Their pride laid ſo o/, vt e 
a when brave George the Second did reigu, brave 


© If) 4 #9 Þ _ 


boys? 
— when brave George the Second did reigg. 


1 N ftory we're told 


Of Roman and Greek, © © | SI u 
Let Fame no more ſpeak, 19 
How their arms the old world did fubdue'; 


Thro' the nations around, : 
Let our trumpets now ound, 
How Britons have conquer d 2he'now, brave boy £ 


How Britons have conguer'd the new-. 
Eaſt, 00 north, and ſouth, u 1 


Our cannon's loud mouth; kit 1 4 
Shall the rights of our monarch marntain: 1 

On America's ſtrand, e tai 1f4 

Amherſt limits the hand; Ib 12395 2 3, 


| Boſcawen gives law on the main, brave boys? ; 
Boſcawen gives law on the main. 


Each port and each town 
We ſtill make our own 
Capt Ereton, Crown Point, Niagary 
Guadaloupe, Senegal, | 
Quebec's mighty fall.. 
Shall prave we've no equal | in war, brave boys! 
Shall prove we've no equal in war. 


Though Conſlans did boaſt, 
| „He d conquer our wa 


149 


Our dane ſoon made monſieur mute: 
Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 
Then pounc'd on his prey, 

And gave him an Engliſh falute, brave boys ? 

And gave him an Engliſh ſalute. ; 


At Minden you know: 4. 4 

How we conquer'd the foe, 7 
While homeward their army now ſteals — 13 

Tho? they cry'd Britiſh bands 

Are too hard for our hands, ; 
Begar we can beat them in heels, Morbleu N. 5 
Begar we can beat them in heels. bas N 


While our heroes from home | 
For laurels now roam, 12 
Sould their flat- bottom boats but appear: 
Our militia ſhall ſhew progres 7 
No. wooden- ſhoe foe, _ 
Can with freemen in battle compare, brave K af. 
Can with freemen in battle compare. bs wt <4 


Our fortunes and hves, 
Our children and wives, 

To defend is the time now or never; A 8 
Then let each volunteer ; : 155 
Vo the drum head repair ; 

King George and Old England for ever, brave boys *. 


King George and Old England for od a 7 
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SONG 9. 


A Corix rang'd early one morning in {| for? 
To hear the wood choiriſters warble and 

Young PRE he ſaw ſupinely was laid; 3 
And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid: * Neg 


B's 


— 


' x 
11 
: 
| 
1 
1 

i 
1 
} 
} 
= 
z 
= 
WJ 
"IH 
1 
+ | 
TY. 
1 
14 
. | 
th 
[ 
4 
J 
WAY 
WL. 
ou} 
A 
| 
th 
41 


= — RO. 2 
— ͤͤ —¾ — 


—— 
— — 


— — 
. 


- — 
— ——ͤœ . 


F L. 16 1 
eee eee, 50 
Ce 


+ teen Jong winters I fairly can,count ; 
. eee damſel ſo ſadly betray d. d bot 
o live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be, a maid ? 


Ye heroes, triumphant by land and, by ſea, ; ;. 

S worn yot”ries to love, yet unmjnd ful of me 
<1 f proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 1 4 
Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid ? 
oat has & ale . 292 B33 201 
„Ve counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tong a hb 

Can do what you pleaſe, both with right and with 
28 28 Wrong , * 7 O 5 11 
Can it be by law or by equity ſaid, _ g N 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid ? 


Ve learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent Kill _ 
Can fave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; ip} ; 
Toa go fortorn damſel contribute your aid, © © 
Who's fick, very fick, of retnaining a mad. 
Le fops, Iinvoke not to liſt to my fong, * 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong; 
Ye echo of echo's, and ſhadows of ſicue, 
For if 1 had you,” I might ſtill be a maid. © 


| 
Poor Col I was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief like a kind-hearted ſwain; 
And PRE well pleas'd is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid. AT 


* "1 a 
— — * 
* — * W 
_— dh abc at. * . - F- s 114 
7 — — 1 
— * F 
| 18 
« 1 
* - 


s ON G 10. In the Joviar CAE. 
Made love to Kart, long 1 ſigh'd for ſhe, 
I 51 beard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me: 

met her on the green iu her belt array. 
80 pretty the did ſeem, the ſtole my heart away; & 


or > 
art 


i * — 3 
on 24 . 14 pre, 0 CAE +7 Ja 
VF 
Had you ; beed ty (in y puer, you'd kiſs > "Jags be 


As I fonder g grew, ſhe began to prate, o4 If 
Quoth ay 111 marry you, if you will marry Kart; 3 
| But chen * d. and ſwore I lor d her more than 

For ty'd each to a rope's end, tis tugging to and fro: 
Agi = kiſs'd aud preſfe'd, - were we much to 
4121 53 ame? 1 


Had you —4 in my place, you'd N. done tho 


a Diem k — a) * 2 38 ; 124 T 


Then ſhe figh'd, and bid, ſhe was wond 'rous ficky 
Dick Katy led, Katy he led Dicx. 5... 
Long we toy'd and play 'd, Hager vonder _ 


Kary loſt the game, thoi play'd in joke; 
For there we d „alas ! * =P dare not name, „ 


Had you been in my A you'd have - Mi the 
fame... NS SERIES 5 

8,3. Ba 3 3Y 
— Z — 


80 NG11. Stick a Prx there. 2267 | 


H E N tutor'd by mother, the oftentimes Rid. 
& — bid for thee, girl, hold up 
thy head ; 
She laid out my work with a houſewifely care, 
And making a mark, bid me flick a pin there. 


The humour ſo pleas'd me, however abſurd, 
That, in ſpight of my teeth, it beeame a cant th 
And once, when the parſon had ended his pray'r,” - 
4 could not * calling 1 ſtick a pin there. 

He 


— 


* 4 , 12 + 3 
Hie eame to my mother, and loudly complain'd; 
His pardon I aſk d, but my ſorrow was feign d; 
And before he could clap his fat bum in a chair, 
I flily floop'd down, and did flick a pin there. 


I met my dear Jack in a field of new hay, 
He kiſs'd me, and teas'd me with amorous play; 

A green gown ho gave me, and ſwore. it was fair: 
Hold, ſirrah, ſaid I, would you flick a pin there? 
He often attempted to rifle my charma, 

As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arms ; 
But ſooner or later he'll baffle mx care 
For Jack is the lad but ſtick a pin there. 
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SONG 12. In the Jovi Cnr. 


\HERE was a maid, and e went to the mill, 
1 Sing, trolly, lolly, Jolly, lolly, 0. 
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The mill turn'd round, But the maid ſtood ſtill, 
Oh ho ! did ſhe ſo? did ſhe ſq ? did ſhe ſo? 


The miller he kiſs'd her, away ſhe went; 

Sing, trolly, &c. | 4 
The maid was well pleas*d, and the millercontent. - 
Oh ho! was he ſo? &c. 1 | 51 


He danc'd and ſhe ſung, while the mill went clack ; 


Sing, trolly, cc. I 
And he cheriſh'd his heart with a cup of old ſack, 
Oh ho l did he ſo Kk. 


„ P . : K : - 1 £ i 14 
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1 
715 ; 1 
80 N 43550 71 and Eu tete 


„ EN OarHHEHbs went down to the r regions brlps, 


Which men are forbidden to ſee; 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew,. pl 
To ſet bis Evarnice fre. 45 
All ell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon ſo . 
Should ſo raſhly endanger his liſe, 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their * 
When they heard that he came for his Wife. 0 x 


To find out a puniſhment due to the guk, 1 
Old Pi uro long puzzl'd his brain: 
But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought. 


So he gave him his wife back again. 


But pity ſacceeding ſdon vanquiſh'd his heart, 


And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, PT 
He took her again, in reward for his art: j- 
Such power, Fe mufle i in Jo? pe yy” 1 N 
ant otatth — 2 ene bag 
ON ry 14. Fair b * 2 
x $4 110 
* 1 R Hen 1 left with a caatious: deſign. 
To eſcape from her charme, and to U 


in wine: 
174 it, but found, when J came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my deus 


repair d to my reaſon, intreated her ad); 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
; weigh'd, 


Then gravely "pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 
That HERE was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be 2 
I came for your counſel to find out a fault. 


14 ] 
Tf that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hz Bs would forfeit my name. 
W hat hopes then, al: as! of relief from my pans 
White like ligh:ning ſhe darts thro! cach, throbbing 
vein, 

My ſenſes ſurpriz'd i in her favour took Ur ar 
And reaſon confirms me a flaye to her 19 9 -T 
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191 . 

(- 0 Wh, chear up, my lads, tis to N —＋ 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year 2 

nour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves 


Ie who are ſo free, as we ſons of the waves 157 Ms 


25 


— 


CH O n s. | 44 
Heart of fog are our ſhips, heart Ks oak are eur nens * 
TY 8 ho are ready, 

gung N 


Sy ſleady; OTE beach”? 
| 151 hight a wel ceng uer again, ; nk git again. . od 


We ne er ſee our e but we wiſh. them to ſta >. 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; y 

If they run, why, we follow, and run them "ITY 

For if they won't fight us, we canes do more. 

* #4 211 
They ſwear they'll jnvade, us, a terrible foes.: 

They'll frighten our women, and children e 

_ HYgEALS, | 21:30 23 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms f in Jarknef; get mer 
wu Britons they Il find, to receive them athore,. ;;,- 


We U fil make them run, and we'll ſtill wake them 


"ſweat, $7777; 
In ſpite of the l and Bruſſels gazette ; a Kat ml 
Then cheer . 27 lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, ors, our nen, and king. 


SON G 
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43 £$0OEV*D, as her poet, of CEL IA to ſing, 
For emblems of beauty I ſearch'd thro? the 
f ſpring; | 1 

To gowelt lot bioomin g compar'd the ſweet maid, 
But flowers, tho blooming, at evenin may fade: 
Of ſunſhine and breezes, I next thought to write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of funſhine fo bright; 

But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 

Fot fun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 

+ ULDV £17 2 — L A | 
The clouds of mild evening array'd in pitt blue 
While 3 behind them peep'd glittering 

tro; 8 
Tho' to rival her charms can they never ariſe, J.. 
Vet methought they look*d ſomething like CzL1a's 
ſweet eyes. | | gh” 
Theſe beauties are tranſient; but Czira's will laſt, 

When ſpring, and When ſummer, and autumn are paſt 

For ſenſe and good humour, no ſeaſon diſarms, 


And the foul of my CIA enlivens her charms. 
At length on a fruit- tree, a bloſſom I found, 
Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſned fragrance around, 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my prayer, 
This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
*Phefe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well. 
This delicate feature, and raviſhing ſmell,  _. 
Be her perſon's dear emblem; but where ſhall I ind 
In nature a beauty that equals her mind ? ? 


dis bloſſom now pleafing, at ſummer's pay call. 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and mult afterwards fall; 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe** 1 — 
Iy nature difrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe 1 


bio 200 
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t 16 3 
So Cer1a, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recal ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time. 

2 2 


—_—.. 4 


SONG 17. Sung by Puri O'Bruxpzx 
| in the Double Difappointment. | 
\ EAR Morrv, I love you, I hope there's no 


| | harm in. that; x 
For you 4 ſo ſprightly, and witty, and charming, 
that | ; 
Whenever I ſee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat, - 
And I'm grown lean and dry, who was once ſleek 
Ba and fat. | WS 
Save me, ſave me, dear Mol Lx fave me, 


Or I will hang myſelf, if yowll not have me. 
Fm grown a meer floven, who once was a flirting 


Eo fo 3 x FER 
My fine . hair is chang'd to a dirty mop; 
My face is grown parch'd, like an over-done muttan: 
| ch OP, | ; b ; ' | | 
That can-of gravy not . a ſingle drop. 
SGravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, l 
Een juft as brown and 25 looks your poor Davy, 


F 


When firſt I was afſk'd to drink tea. with my. 
Mor dear, | | 
I put on my Kerry-ſtone buckles and ſolitaire, 
I ſent for the barber, and cry'd , Shave me, do you 
hear,” 13 
And Þ ll give you fix-pence to drink out in ale and 
3 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; 
Make me look ſpruce and fine, then Marry 


have me. 
Then. 


MG 
Then m_ to the place of appointment I hurry'd 


Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſa wor- 
'd me, 
That from fork moment I thought of no other ſhe, 
And now moſt humbly I crave you my bride to be- 
Crave you, crave you Oh how I crave you, 
For my bride, from this hour, dear MorLy I 
crave you. 


Then if youll conſent, you ſweet litthe knave you, 
I will your huſband be, and never leave you; - 
My firname is Dzoee, and my chriſtian name's 
Davr, 
And when we are married we'll go to Olenary, 
Navy, Navy, go to Glenav yx; 
Then who'll be fo © happy as Mori r and Dayy ? 


*— 1 _— I 7 
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SO N G 18. Ia the — to Par. | 
Tune, Charles of Sweden. * 


OME, Jolly Baccnvs, God of wines 
Crown this night with pleaſure 5 = 
Let none at cares of life repine, * = 
Jo deftroy our pleaſure : 
Fill op the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul 
May Geil and ſing, without controul, 
\ To ſupport our plealure, „ 4 


Thus, mighty Baccavs, ſhalt hoy be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 

That under thy protection we | 
May enjoy new pleaſure ; = * 


And 


i = 
Ant dfihe hours glide Bd ps $f ane A 


We'll in thy name invoke their fe 
And ſing thy praiſes, that Wen 75 552 * 1 


26 71 


fl 
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Live and die with pleaſufe. 


* 
0 % 2 © 
- 
7 — — 
* * - 4 a * " "2" WET .. | COLE 
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80 N G 19. In the Dzvir * 
T 
E Gods, ye gave to me a * ly 0 of 
Out of your grace and favour, - 
Fo be the comfort of my life, 2 0 IT 
And I was glad to haye her : La 


But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her; 5 
To. obey your will at any time, FAIT; 
I am __ to ben 587. D 


| . & 44 © 


—_— 
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8 0 N G 20. Sennen Capie 


An ancient Ballad, new ſet by Dr. 12770 

Eſpairing beſide a elear ſtream þ 

A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 54 

And whilſt a Falſe nymph was lus theme, | 
A willow ſupported his head: 

The wind that blew over the plain 
To his fighs with a ſigh did reply, 

And the brook in return to his pain 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas ! filly ſwain that I was, © 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 

When firſt T beheld that fair face, 
*T were better by far I had dy'd: 


N 1519 J 

She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the ng 

When fþ 6 mil 1 fl a plea Rf 3, ghost; 3 

I lend. 194 cry d, when ſhe fung, bos 
Was nig dels gale ever ſo ſweet! 


. . How fooliſh. was J to believe, - 
She could doat on ſo lowly a clown! 1 | 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve - / 
To forſake the fine folks of the town: 
To think that a beauty fo gay, 4 
So kind and ſo conſtant would proves. i | 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love. 


What tho? I have kill to complain, 
Tho? the Muſes my temples have crown'd 2 
What tho“ when they hear my ſoft | 
The virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and I} reſign; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain. 
hoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine. 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray d, 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, | 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 

If thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 

*T was her's to be fal, aud to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


Lon 


If while my hard fate I futain, 442 tepf 
In her breaſt any pity, is found. 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, x 
And ſee me laid low in the ground 


— 


[ 20 1 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ;.; ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden ara. 14 i AM 
Be fineſt at every fine ſuow eo. 
And frolic it all the long day ; gie 
While Corix, forgotten and gone. 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, _ _; 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


ah. * 4. J th _— * 
"I" 


SONG 21. The Vizorw unmaſked, 

T i, 1believe, . ee 77 N 
Next Balla dad eve, . Sore” rar | 

A twelvemonth ſince firſt I, Weis 9 11114 0 
To hold up my head. 2 

In love to be read, | 

And to conſtrue. the looks of a man- 2 


Young Damon 1 ſaw, 

He kiſs'd me, oh la! 
J vow thro* my boſom it ran; 

My lips he fo preſt, | 

*T1s-true I proteſt, 3 ; 
I thought kim a, deuce of a man, 


P#ILanDER the gay 
I met at the play, 
My heart beat a furious ratan ; 
Becauſe you muſt know - 
I ſome time ago 


Had hopes of his. bein ther man. 
* * Brit. 


; . 
Briſk STREPHOWN came next, 
But then I was vext, 
Hes e play'd with Mis Put L is's fan 5 
T own, to be ſure, © 
I could not endure 
To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man. 


My mother and aunts, ' | 
Still watching my haunts, | 
Obſtruct me as much as they can . 3 
But what do I care? 
T vow and declare, 


PH fit myſelf ſoon with a man. 


_ _— 
—_— _ _y 
—— 2 — 
_ - * 9 ” . N 
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SONG 22. In the Devit to Par. 
Lune, Of all Comforts I miſcarried. 


F all flates in life ſo-varions, 
Marriage ſure 1s moſt precarious 3 
Tis a maze fo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes finding; 
is an action fo ſevere, , | 
That nought but death can ſet us clear ; 
Happy's the man from wedlock free, 
Who knows to prize his liberty: 
Were men war . 
How.they marr 


We ſhould 205 be by ha hal ſo full of Abr 


* 


9 1 


2 
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SON G 23. Written by Mr. Gak kick; 
ung in the Way to keep Him. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more, 

Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught 

That Prudence auf cheriſh v what Beauty has ——_— 

The 


ne 941 Te Pads 4 1440 00 I 
The bloom of your cheek, and tlie gHne#of yolir eye, 
Your roſes and lillies may make the men lige | 
But roſes and lillies, and fighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. . 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav*rite uitar, 
Tho? muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 4 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 


Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too m a} 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your Java, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command, 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſxill, £ 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to v5, 

will, | *** 


- 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face th your 
5 mind, 9 NI g © K 15 
»Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. _.. 

| Fei 2 SUJILY ET. nns 
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SON G 24. Heavy Houxs. 7/ 
PLEAS , 4 wy  2S12.5 VV A 3.4 # & & 


T HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt; oa 
That part my love and me; 

My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only wiſh to ſee. 

But how, my DI IA, will you moet 
Jhe man you've loſt ſo long ? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev*ryitook declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

| + And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? 


1 oe 
3096 
7 it 2 


SH 
Thus, Der a, thus J paint the _ 


N shall ſhortly meet, \*% 0 > mocca 2011 
Tg: 905 LY at-y6};remains. bet Wenn 23101 1YubY 


boite fing time to: cheat. us e Noi ud 
i9itsq 567 
But if the dream that ſoothes my mind | 
a falſe and groundleſs proves 
doom'd at length to find ren on 
v0 Me forgot to love; Jana wall 
All I of. Venvs aſk is this, hath oat 


No more to let us join, 


— t me here the flatt' ring bliſs. 512860 "_—_— 
A 


and think © thee mine. vo mir wont 


”" +-- 


M4 


4 1 ” 411 * 713 . 
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8 0 NG 2;. The —_ Fig 
201% 8 St 
a 7 HF, E N all che Attic. fre Was fled, ©: 3117 21 I 


. And all the Roman virtue dead, 

Poor Freedom Joſt her ſeat; 31 mark Ts 
The Gothic mantle. {pread a night., 21A 
That dampt fair virtue's fading light, | 

The Muſes loſt their mate. e < "oe 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 
Has yet a laurel left in ſtore? . 

To this bleſt iſle they ſteer; 1 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was he arc. 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear d, 

And Freedom ſoon was here. zu 
The lazy monk has left his celll. 
Religion rings her hallow'd dell, Dun 

She calls thee now by me, 

Hark! her ſweet voiceall plaintive fonndey 
See, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 

If ſhielded not. by thee, 

A 8 0 N 0 


SONG 26. The YsLLow-Hain's LADDII. 
The laſt yerſe of this Song is not to be met with in 
| any other late Collection of Songs. 
7 N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 


To wild and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 
grow. ; * 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn ; 
He ſang with ſoſoft and inchanting a found, 

That Ewan and fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, though young Maya be 


| fair, 
Here beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful air ; 
But Susix was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes, parfiin's in the ſpring, 


That MapDIE, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Sus1E was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs chat ſprung from the ſea. 


'That 2 ſine daughter, with all her great 
| o I | | 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour : 
Then fighing, he wiſh*d, would parents agree, 
The witty, ſweet Sus iE his miſtreſs might be. 


„ 1 . r 


> 


.$0NG. 25. 


91s -a'twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they are 


twain, | : . 
Since THYRs1s neglected the nymphs of the plain, 
— ä 2 And 


1 4 


Ss. 


the 7+. a 


E = 1:08 5 
And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows.. * 


„ ROE FEY 2-8 
To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong. | 
What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to a 


9 flame 3 I 5 
In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas the ſame ; 
From each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide, 


But who ſhould love moſt was our conteſt and pride. 


But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd 
: eee, | 
For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 
« Anda flame, without fortune's rich gifts on its fide, 
« The grave- ones wall ſcorn, and a mother muſt chide. 


* 


us „Love not too 


Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbore,' 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more: 
Or to tarry, with patience, à ſeaſon more kind 
So I put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind, 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid; 
If we figh for each other, ah ! quit not your care; 
Condemn the God Cvuy1D,-but bleſs the fond pair. 


at — — — 


SGN G 28. Sung by a Country Squire. 


H E - echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abrbad, 
To horſe, Ty brave boys; — away; 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 

Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox? 

O' er hill and o'er valley he flies; 0 
re Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 

= The traitor is ſeiz d on and dies. | 


49 Tri- 
n 1 
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SONG 26. The YzLLow-Hain's LADDII. 
The laſt yerſe of this Song is not to be met with in 
: any other late Collection of Songs. 
N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wild and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 
grow. | g Ix 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn ; 
He ſang with ſoſoft and inchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, though young Maya be 
© fair, | „ 3 
Here beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful aix; 
But Susix was hancſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes, N in the ſpring. 


That Mappie, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Sus 1E was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea, 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her | great 
1 . * 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour : 

Then ſighing, he wiſh*d, would parents agree, 

The witty, ſweet Sus iE his miſtreſs might be. 


1 


— * _—_ _— 3 %. CS. ts. Meath 1 


1 AS it Z F 
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His a twelvemonth-ago, nay, perhaps they are 
twain, e ene 
Since TayRs1s neglected the nymphs of the plain, 


And 


1 28 J. 

And would. gangs me to walk the gay meadows-. * 

II N 

To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong. 

What + firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to a. 
In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas the ſame ; 
From each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide, 
But who ſhould love moſt was our conteſt and pride. 


But Prudence ſoon whiſper d 


well, 


us Love not too 


« For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 


« Anda flame, without fortunes rich gifts on its fide, 
« The grave-ones will ſcorn, and a mother muſt chide. 


Afraid of rebukes, he his vifits forbore, ' 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more: 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind 
So I put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind, 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid; 
If we figh for each other, ah ! quit not your care; 
Condemn the God Curid, but bleſs the fond pair. 


* * 8 : 
| FS” 
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S O-N G 28. Sung by a Country Squire. 


HE - echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, andaway; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox? 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 4 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 
Tube traitor is ſeiz d on 10 dies. 


Tri 


L 26 J 


'THamphant returalag at night ich the pol, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhontin 


How ſweet with a bottle oY laſs to Sek, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune-defy ; 
Dull-wiſdom. all happineſs ſours : 


Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
7 Let's ſtrew the way — Bore "rs. 


— ——ä — — 
8 N G2. Sung by Squire. | 


HEN late I wander'd' der the plain, 
W From nymph to nymph, I ftrove in vain 
My wild-defices to rally; — 
But ne they're of themſebres come home, 
And, ftaange! no longer trek toroam: 
'Tey n all in 8SàL vr. 


Yet ſie, unkind one, du my joy, 
And cries I ceurt but to deſtroy, L * 
Can love wit ruin tally 7 | | Vi 
Ry-thoſe dearilips,. thofe eyes, I wear, 
= I 2 all deaths, all torments bear, 
f. Rather than "jure rr. op C. 


= Can the weak taper” 8 _ . 
Or. tranſmit the right blaze f F 

s Oh n thall I, ; 

In wards: be alle to exprets | | 

My love ?——it bums to ſuch enoeſe, Th 

I amo die fer SRLL TI. 7 * 


| Cine chi. oh come, thou fweeter far 
Than — and Toſea ar, 


ap hap gry 


| 11 
Or lil kes of che valle; 
O follow, love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
Dr 15 
— — eee eee ere een ee DOE 620027" 
SONG zo. Wrote for a Crus in Dunn, © 
12 ſages have wrangled with envy and Reife, 
. e true | tA bonum of life ; : 
Their phlegmatic- precepts we jullly deſpiſe, 


4 : * 


For 'tis wine makes us happy, rich, virtuous, and wiſe. 


With morals ſevere, let the muſty divine 

Charge riots and rapes to exceſſes in wine; 

His argument's falſe, tho' with rhetoric grac'd, 

For after fix bottles we're quiet and chaſte. | 
From the roaring of cannon and burſting of bombs, 

And from beating the French, the ball 729 

| comes: ne 

With bumpers thus charg' d, this tout Hettor may fee, 

We could tumble the Monfieurs much faſter than he. 


The grave, ſober cit, who but ſips at his glaſs | 

Can be deem'd nothing leſs than a cheat and an aſs, 

When you 2 him leave heel-taps, take care of your # 

For he'll furely cheat others, who cozens himfelF. 

Let the ſtar-pazingAribe of aſtronomers trace 

The motion of worlds, thro the regions bf ſpace ; ' 
end 9 briſk about, and twill quickly be 
at the bottle will ſhew how the planets move round. 


The youth who's enamour'd of female falſe charms 3 
conquers, to die in his miſtreſs's arms; 
C 2 Haw 


* 2 
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How fleeting his bliſs! how uncertain his joy ! 


But the glaſs gives us kiſſes that never will cloy. 


Let the learned, grave, wiſe, academical fools, 
Go puzzle their pates with the traſh of the ſchools; 
Has learning or ſtudy our pleaſure to boaſt ? 

A pox on all ſtudy except for a toaſt. 


Here our pleaſures begin, and inquietudes ceaſe ; 
We enjoy, amidſt war, the ſweet bleſſings of peace, 
And whate'er the wiſe ſons of HiyyocraTEs think, 
We never can die, whilſt we're able to drink. 


SONG 31. 
N the white cliffs of Albion, ſee Fame where ſhe 
ſtands, | | 
And her _ ſwelling notes reach the neighbouring 
n | | 


Of the natives free-born, and their conqueſts ſhe ſings ; 
The happieſt of men with the greateſt of kings, 


Gozo the Third ſhe proclaims, his vaſt glory 
__ repeats, | | | 
His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleets ; 
Whom nor caftles or rocks can from honour retard, 
Since e'en death for their king they with ſcorn diſre- | 
F Mũ. 5 

Ol but ſee a cloud burſts and an angel appears! 
"Tis Peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears 
« Say Fame, (cry'd the maid) is't not time to give 
r e 
« With fieges and famine, exploſions and gore.“ 
4 His 


1 29 „ 


His juſt right to aſſert hath the king amply try'd, 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide ; - 
Then no longer in rage let dread thunders be hurl'd, 
But leave him to me, and give peace to the world. 


' Tis done, and great Gon is to mercy inclin'd, 
The bleſt word is gone forth for the good of mankind ; 

*Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 

And our king is a Briton—deny it who dare. 


(To Hopcson and Kzrrzi let bumpers next 
..- - —_—J. | | Fagy 
And to all our brave troops who have taken Belleiſle; 
May they meet juſt reward, and with courage ad- 
vance, 


still to humble the pride and the power of France.) 
Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to 
the king, 


| | 25 | 
Tot he duke and the-princeſs, and make the air ring; 
Hay the days of great Grox ox be all happy and long; 
And the man flill be right who yet never was wrong. 
N. B. The 6th verſe _ extempore | another 
perſon, on the taking of Belleiſle. * 


Mr. Secretary Prrr. 


S8 ON G 32. Lazy Jou nnr. 


HER E's my ſwain ſo blythe and clever ? 
Why d'ye leave me all in forrow ? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 

dince you faid you'd come to-morrow, 


C3 17 


”" 
Ld 


He had better here be woeing, 


Bleſs'd another lad may make ye; 


| 30 J 

If you Iov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny : 

Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling' ring lazy Jounny. 


What can he be now a doing ? 
Is he with the laſſes Maying ? 


Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
Tf he's weary grown of leving, 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 


Does ſame fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature, 
Fer ue myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 

But I can't, nor will not tarry, 
Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 
I may loſe. the time to marry, 
If I wait beyond to morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
Em yours away no langer; 2 

If you won't another'll have me, 
I may cool, byt not grow fender. 

If your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow, 


Stay for none beyond to- mori ow. 


— 
- — 
_ 4 


H E world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And Friendfnip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſlrange de es it ſeem that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content js ſo rare to be found. 


1X J 


O ! Friendſhip, thou balm and rich ſweetner-of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of firife ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 

But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour: 


How much to be priz!d and eſteem'd is a. friend, 
On whom we may always with fafety depend ? 
Our joys when extended will always enereaſe, 

And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace : 
When fortune, is ſmiling what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip ſincere ;. 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


— 


* 


8 ae. 
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SONG 34. Winter. 


DIE U ye groves, adieu ye plains,. 
All nature mourning lies; 
See gloomy clouds, and thickning rains, 
Obſcuze the lab'ring 'ſkies: 
See from afar th' impending ſtorm 
With fallen bafte appear ; 
See Winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


No more the lambs with gameſome bound, | 


Rejoice the gladden'd' * 
No more the — — 


Or ſylvan ſcenes delight: 

Thus Zzra alina, much lov'd maid, 

Thy early charms ſhall fail ; 

'The roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And Winter faon prevail 


0 4 Again 


© ag 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 


May riſe on active wing; 
Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving Spring: 
But youth, my fair, ſees no return; 
The pleaſing bubble's oer, 
In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then, dear girl, that time improve 


Which art can ne'er regain, 
In bliſs ful ſcenes of mutual love, 

With ſome diilinguiſſd ſwain; 
So ſhalt life's Spring, like jocund May. 
Paſs ſmiling — — — 
Tho' Summer, Autumn, glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 


O'er ſtone walls and 


” 


A favourite 8 ON G. 35. —— 
The celebrated Fox-CHAcx, from Killegar 


throu h 


Killternan, Carrick-mines, and other towns in the 
county of Dablin ; on December the 5th, 2744. 


To the Tune of SHEELANE: Gra. 


- Þ ARK, berk, jolly ſportſmen, awhile to my tale, 
Which to pay your attention, Pm ſure cannot 
n 


ail, | | | | 
Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire, 


hedges, thro dale, bog and briar. 


A pack of ſuch. hounds, and a ſet of ſuch men, 


*Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with 2 


gain ; 


Had NimroD, the mightieſt of hunters been there, 
*Fore gad, he had ſhook like an aſpin for fear. 


In 


1 
In ſeventeen hundred, and forty and four, 
The 5th of December, I think twas no more, 
At five in the morning, by moſt of the clocks, 
We rode from Killruddery in ſearch of a fox. 
The Lavghlinſtown landlord, the bold Owen Bear, 
And ſquire Ap Alx, ſure, was with us that day; 
Jo DenB1r, Hart PRxssrox, that huntſman fo ſtout, 
Dick Hormes, a few others, and ſo we ſet out. 


We caft of our hounds for an hour or more, 
When Wax rox ſet up a moſt tunable roar ; 
Hark to yo rig cry'd Jo, and the reſt were net 
ſlack, . X 
For WanTon's no trifle eſteem'd in the pack. 
Old Bonny and Corrier came readily in, 
And every hound join'd in the muſical din; 
Had D1anx a been there, ſhe'd been pleas d to the life, 
And one of the lads got a goddeſs to wiſG. 


Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way; 
As ſtrong from Killegar, as tho? he could fear none, 
Away he bruſt'd round by the houſe of Killternan. 
To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherriwood, then, 
Steep Shank-hill he climb'd, and to Ballyman-glen, 
Bray Common he croſs'd,: leap'd lord Angleſey s Wall, 
And ſeem'd to ſay, Little I value you all.” | 


He ran Busn's grove, up to CaR BURY ByRn's ; 
Jo DrBII, HALL Pakts ron, kept leading by turns: 
The earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſſoutt 
Tho” he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep out. 
To MaLyas” high hills was the way then he flew, 
At Dalkey ſtone common we had him in view, 

He drove on by Bullock, thro' ſhrab Glanagery, 
And ſo on to Mountown, where Laux x grew weary. 


Cx; Thro? | 


RR | 
Thro' Rocheflown wood, like an arrow he paſs'd, 
And came to the ſleep hills of Dalkey at laſt: 
There gallaptly plung'd himſelf into the ſea, A 
And ſaid in his heart, Sure none dare follow me. 

But ſoon to his coſt, he perceiv'd that no bounds 
Could ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mett!'d hounds ; 
His policy here did not ſerve him a ruſh, 

Five couple of tartars were hard at his bruſh. 


To recover the ſhore, then again was his drift,. 
But &ex he could reach. to the top of the clift, 
He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 
Being way-laid and kill'd by the reſt of the pack. 
At his death there were preſent the lads that I've ſung, 
Save LavRY, who riding a garron, was flung ;; 
Thus ended atlepgih a moſt delicate chace, 
That held us five hours and ten minutes ſpace, 


We return'd to Killruddery's plentiful board, 
Where dwells hoſpitality, truth, and my lord; 
We talk'd o'er the chace, and we toaſted the health 
Of the man that ne er wearied for places of wealth. 

Owen Bray baulk'd a leap, ſays HALL PR EST0Ox, 
4 titwas odd, em! | | 
"Twas fhamefal, cried Jack, by the great living 
Said PxtsToON, L[hallop'd, 5 Get on, tho' you. fall, 
„Or 11 leap over you, your blind gelding and all.” 


Each glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 
For party affairs we conſign d to the court; 
Thus we ſiniſh'd the reſt of the day and the night 
In gay flowing bumpers, and ſocial delight. | 
Then till the next meeting, bid farewel each brother, 
So ſome they went one way, and ſome went another; 
As Purnus befriended our earlier roam, 
So Lux A took care in conducting us home. 


SONG 


E! 


SONG 36. Cyaiss Maat, by an Officer. 


Y deareſt life, were you my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be; 

And all my care, in peace and war, 

Should be to pleaſure thee. | 
When up and down, from town to town, 

We jolly ſoldiers rove, | 
Then you, my queen, in Chaiſe Marine, 

Shall move like queen of love. 


Your love I prize beyond the fries, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 
Wouldſt thou agree to follow me 
In humble baggage car; £ 
For happine(s, tho” in diſtreſs, | 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen, : 
And pride in coach has more reproach _—- 
Than love in Chaiſe Marine. 


Oh do not hold your love in gold, 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 
Behold the great with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 

In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee, 

And ev'ry day I get my pay, 

ſpend it merrily. | 


Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's ſlaves, 
Who lead ignoble lives, a | 
Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives : 
For Britain's right and you we fight, 
And ev'ry ill defy, | 
Should but the fair reward our cars A 
With love and conſtancy, 4 
| C 6 it: 
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If fighs nor groans, nor tender moans;. 
. Can't win your harden'd heart, 
Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part: 
With fife and drum, the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war, | 
Then don't think mean of Chaiſe Marine, 2 
Tis love's triumphant car. f 


ͤ—— ——_— ; 
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SONG 35. The Nux. 


U R E a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 
I know not, I'vow, any harm J have done, 
But mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a nun. 


But mother, &c. 


* 


Don't you think 51 it a * a zii guck 2851 

Shou d be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry ;. 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 

And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To hear che men flatter; and promiſe, and fear, 
Ts a thoufand times better, to me; I declare; 
Jean keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay befides I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love, nor belov'd, oh I never can bear! 
Nor yield ta be ſeat to——one cannot tell where; 
To live or to die in this caſe were all one 
"vp { ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſke threatens me Dy 
Pan fore were ſhe me, ſhe wou'd ſteutly fay no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 
Ang be marry'd in ſpite; that I mayn't be a nun. 


SONG 
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I 8 ON G 38. CaLoe's Kiſſes: | 
A EAR Cor, come give me ſueet kiſſes, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 


But why, in the. midſt of my blifſes, . . 


Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 

L am not to be tinted in pleaſure, . | 
Then prithee, dear CHLoe, be kind; 

For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ftraying,. 


Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 

Count how many ſtars are in . 8 

. Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 

And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I till (hall be aſking for more. 


Tag heart full of love let me hold thee; 


A heart which, dear Caroe, is thine ;' 


In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 

What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſhall he ſpent: 


= 2 


De 


But the wretch who can number his kifles 


Will always with few be content. 


1 A. 


* 


— 


SONG 39. 


HEN ſnow deſcends, and robes 
| In Winter's bright array ; 
Touch'd by the ſun, the luftre fades, 
And. weeps itſelf away. * 


— 
— 


”" 


the fields 


When 
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When Spring appears, when vi'lets blow, 
And 305 AS prime ; 

How ſoon the fragrance breathes its laſt - 
How fhort-liv'd is the bloom! 


Ereſh in the morn, the Summer oſe 
Hangs wither d ere tis noon; 14 
We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn the pleaſure gone. 
With gilding fire the evening ſtar 
Streaks the autumnal ſkies; 
Shook from his ſeat, it darts away, 
And in an inftant dies, | 


Such are the charms that fluſh the cheek; - 
And ſparkle in the eye; 

So from the lively finiſh'd form 
The tranſient graces fly. 

To this the feaſons as they roll, 

Their atteſtation bring; | 

They warm the fair, their ev'ry round, 

Confirms the truth Ifing, | 


— 
—_— — 


* 
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SONG 40. The DisayrointeD Lovss. 


7 HE N dew-drops gild the weeping thorn, 
W And hoarſe- pip'd rooks ſalute the morn, 
Fair CynT#14 charm'd the grove; 
Her voice like PRILeMEIA rung, 
But ſtill the burthen of her ſong 
Was falſe and perjur'd love, 


Young Col ix, who had ſtray'd that way, 
When larks, the heralds of the day, | 
Their dewy neſts forlake; _ 


Inmpatzent 


E. 
Impatient lurk'd behind a buſi, 
To hear and view the beauteous blafhz. - 
That painted CyNnTr14's cheek. 72 


Againſt the ſweet inchanting ſtrain, 
No longer able to contain, | 
He Jo himſelf addrefs*dz | 
My flocks, cry'd he, ſhall all be thine, 
My dog, my crook, be you but mine, 
And bleſs a ſhepherds's breaft.. 


In vain, cry'd ſhe, fond youth, ſue, 
To hana me you firſt mod he. 
Of which the ſwain approv'd ; 
Then to the grove again he led 
The ripen'd, panting melting maid, 
When both .diffolv'd ia love. 


When bliſs was paſt, young Cor ix cry'd,, 

Had you at firſt thus far comply'd, 
I ne'er had ſeen thee more; 

Be huſh'd, cry'd ſhe,. I knew thy will, 

For Hobo, who ſery'd at yonder mill, 
Once ſerv'd me ſo before. 


— — 


SONG 41. The Femarte PHAHZTOx. 
Written by Marr. Prior, Efq; 


NAIR KirTy beautiful and 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd : | 

Inflam'd with rage at fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 

And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 

Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


young, 


Muſt 


n 
Moft lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ** 
What has ſhe better, pray, than 17 
What hidden charms to boaſt ? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 65880 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try; 
PII have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fondneſs prevaiPd, mamma pave way, 
KiTrTy, at heart's deſire, | | x 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


| ' SONG 42. Ile Dusr Carr. 
| A favourite CAx TATA. 
| 


| ReciTaTive. | 

S tinkering Ton the ſtreets his trade dĩd cry, 

i He ſaw his lovely SYLv1a paſling by; 
In duſt- cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 

| With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; 

| Tom with up-lifted hands th* occaſion. bleſt 

And thus in tbothing ſtrains the maid addreft.. 

TC HT 

Oh SYLv1a, while you drive your carts, 

To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 

You take our duſt, and ſteal our hearts. 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 


Oh. 


= — 2 — — . ˖— hi I —_ 
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Oh lovely SyLvia, caſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me wy heart you ſlole again. 


ReciTaTiIvE: 
SrI VIA advanc'd a the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below; ; 
To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 
And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, the cry'd, Stop. Jonn. 


| AIR. 
Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry crowd opprelt ? 
Ambition now'm foul, es fire, 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 
had ev*ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride, long to ride, _= to de, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall * to ride in . Spe 


— 4 8 8 


— 


— 


8s ON 0 45. BatLaxcs a STRAW. | 


ROM the-man whom 1 love, tho? my heart I 
* ö 

I freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; F 

And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a flraw, 

He wall ſure take a hint from the 3 I _ 


A wit without . wichone fancy. a beau; 3 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a crow; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage & hind,. ia conceit a Gaſcoon. 


As 


4 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſehood a fax.; 
2 as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
mga er ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 
ier an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather ;. 


Vet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


- 
— . Y * »„ü— 
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SONG 44 An Invitation to Owen BRA L's, 
at Laughlin's-town 03. 


A ye landee from Evgland, and fick of the 
Where 1 and ye tumbled all manger of 


To * tons then without any delays, 

For you'll-never be — till you ſee Ow EN Brav's, 
| With his Ballen -a mona, &. c 
A glaſs of his claret for me. 


Were vg full of complaints from the crown to the. 
toe, 
A viſit te Ownn' s will care ye of wee, 
A buck of Tuch ſpirits ye never did know... 
For let what will happen they're 8 in flow, 
When he touches up Rallen, &c. 
The joy of that fellow for me. 1 


Tou may talk of Italians, whatever you will 
I'd not give a fig to be crown'd with their Kill; | 
Nay, ſooner than hear em I'd gulp down a cen 
For hg wou'd compare a damn unmeanin ing dri 
To Ballen a mona, & c. 
The grounds of a ballad for me. 


Fling 


43 ] 
Fling leg over garron, ye louexs of ſport, 
True 387 28 at BAA! s, tho' there's little at equst; 
'Tis thither the lads of briſk mettle reſort, 
For there they are ſure that they'll never, fall ſhort: 
Of claret and Ballen, &c. 
; The eighty-fourth bumper for me. 


The days in December are dirty and, naw, 


Bat when we're at Ows n's we care not a ſtraw; 


We bury the trades of religion and law, . " 


= And the ice in our hearts ſure, we preſently thaw 
With good claret and Ballen, &e. 
The quick moving bottle for me. 


Mean ſpirited reptiles deſeryedly fink, | 
But Owen ſhall fing, and ſhall hunt, and ſball drink, 
The boy that from bumper yet never did ſhrink, 
Nor till threeſcore and ten, ſhall he vanture te think 
Of leaving off Ballen, &c. . 
Long life to gay fellows for me. 7 


SONG 45 


EAREST KirTy, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where — 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 3 

When we thus ſhall i * 

When ſhall SrRRTHOAH fandly ſee 

Beauties only found in thee ? 

Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 

All the happy live long ay - 

Deareſt KirTyY ! kind and fair, 

Tell me when, and tell me where? * 


All the happy . *tis true, 
Bleſs'd, but only When with you, 
| ; Nightly 
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Nightly 8TrR E YHo fings alone, 

Sighs till Hy Men makes us one. 

Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, _n 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 

KirTy's trembling hand to mine? 

Deareſt KirTy ! kind and fair, 

Tell me when! - I care not where. 


— 


"SONG 46. A PaxsToRar BALLAD, 


H AT fhepherd or nymph of the grove - 
| Can blame me from dropping a tear, 


Or lamentiog aloud as I rove, 

Since Sus Ax no longer is here? 

My flocks, if at random, they ſtray, 2" 
What wonder, fince ſhe's from the plain? 

Her hand they were wont to obey, - 

Sue rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwain. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
'To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill! 
There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 58 
How feet was the thruſh from the ſpray! 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm I% 
a Which before had been hid from my view 7 


And while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips how they grew ! 


How 


 L: $9 
How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt, 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt! 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſs'd, [02 
Who longeſt had Bra, and who beſt ! 


No changes of place or of time 
I felt when my fair one was near, 
Alike was each weather or clime, | 
Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year, 
Ii Winter's rude lap did we freeze? 
Did we melt on the boſom of May ? 2 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, | 
If we roſe up to work, or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had all the kind gods could impart, 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, T 
The deſpair and the envy of art. 
There all that is worthy to prize 
In all that is lovely is dreſt; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


SONG 47. | 
Sung by Mrs, PinTo, in Lovz in a VILLAGE. 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 

Untutor'd by faſhion or art, "6 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and fincere, 

Whoſe words are th* exceſs of the heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this fide the ſtars can be found ; 
"Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


: SONG 


[ 46] 
SONG 48. The Trine PRLOSsorHIAS. 


IOGENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
elighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there is truth; 
But growing as poor as a Jon, 
And unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Heractirus would never deny 
To tipple and'cheriſh-his heart, 
And when he was maudlin, he'd cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart ; 
'Tho? ſome are ſo foohſh to think; 
That he wept at men's follies and vice; 
Twas only his faſhion to drink 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


DemocriTvus always was glad 
Of a bumper to cheriſn his foul, 
And would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a gdod flowing bowl; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor d, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as 4 lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Cererntcus too like the reſt, 
Belicy'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And fancy'd a cup of the beſt | 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine; 
With wine herepleniſh'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the An — his brains, 
Tun'd round like a chariot wheel. 
ARISTOTLE, 
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Av15T70TLY; that maſter of arts. 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And: what we aferibe 10 his parts, * 
Is due to the juice of the vine; 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was as big as a wawering; trough: 
He therefore leap'd-into the ſoa, 
Becauſe he'd have: liquor enough. 


Old Pra ro was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good wine; 
His merits had never been known, 
By wine we are generous made, 
It farmſhes fancy th wings, . 
Without it we ne'er:ſhoolkd have had | 
Philoſophers, ports; or kings, 


SONG 4%. The Max of the Miu. 


EAR the ſide of a:pond, at the foot of a hill, 
A free hearted fellow attends on his mill: 

F hue oer his Face, 
And honeſty gives e' en to aukwardneſs grace, 
Beflour'd: with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night he's as bleſt as a king; 
After — eming, he talees a full ſwill 
Of liquor home brew d, to ſucceſs of his mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toll for his trade, 
For thut's an edit to his ĩnduſtry paid; | 
His confoiente is free; and his income is clear, 
And hewatees net themof ten thoafand'a year; 
He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote, 

A elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat: 


He 


8 Fs 
He hates your proud place-men; and do what they 
will, 7 | g | 


They ne'er can ſeduce the launch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid ; -. 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ftill may have peace; 

Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength and 
have ſkill 

To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters lis hay, 
Or with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of clay. 
His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 
That his country may ever be happy and free; 
With his _ and his heart to king Gex E does he 
And may all loyal ſouls a& the man of the will. 


—_—_— 


— 


SONG 50. The LiLLIEs of France," 


HE lillies of France, and the brave Engliſh roſe, 
| Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſhews; 
But our EpwarDs and HENR Ts thoſe lillies have 
Nos he | I's AE EI; 4 
And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigus have borne, 
To ſhew that Old England, beneath her ſtrong lance, 
Has humbled the — and the glory of France. 


What 


, ” 
* 


| [ 49] 
What would theſe monſieurs ? would they know 
how they ran, 

Only look at the annals of glorious queen Aus: 
We beat them by ſea, and we beat them by land, 
When MarBRo” and RussEL enjoy'd the command: 
We'll beat them again, boys, ſo let them advance, 
Old England deſpiſes the inſults of France. | 


Then let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 
And threaten invaſion to England's fair coaſt ; 
We bid them defiance, ſo let them come on, 
Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done ; 
Monſieurs, we will teach you a new Engliſh dance 
To our grenadiers march, that will frighten 
rance. | 


Let's take up our muſkets, and gird on our ſwords, 

And monſieur ſhall find us as good as our words; 

Beat drums, trumpets ſound, and huzza for our-king, 

Then welcome BELLEIrSLE, with what troops thou 
can'ſt bring: ; 

Huzza |! — Old 1 whoſe ſtrong pointed 
ance | 

Shall humble the pride and the glory of France. 


» — — 
SONG 51. 


OW little do the landſmen know, 

Of what we ſailors feel, — — 

When waves do mount and winds do blow ! 
But we have hearts of ſteel : 

No danger can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall flout : 

We'll make the monſieurs right us, 

Sas toſs the can about. 


D Stigk 
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Stick cloſe td orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fiok, 
Then France have at your firſt-rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink: ?: 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores, 
And Molz, and Karz and Nancy, 
Sall roll in louis-d'ors, 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys 
And then to fea for more: 
[In peace we'll drink and fing, boys, 
m war we'll never fly; s 
Here's a health to Gzoxce our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


_ — EOFIS 4. | 2 1 — * 
F 


— _ — 


SK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Susanna's fair. 
Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro? — grove * 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray ; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair SUSANNA mine. 


SONGR 


TS 1 'R 


H Adee 5 my pony my delight and. wy 
I always have heated, and ſeek not to hide; 


I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go: 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, no, no. — 
They ſay I'm in love, &c. 


At evening oft- times with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below, 
But ſay not tis s love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I eccho its ſtrain, 
ain I cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again; 

1 Agai her ſweet lips, as if there I would grow, 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel tome; - 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and till bids me think ſo, 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? he anſwers no, no? 


From beauty and wit and good humour how I 
Shou'd prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly; 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make haſte to heſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay no. . 


D 2 SONG 
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SONG 54. A Copy of a Summons ſent to the 


Cnoice Srizirs. 


Written by 8. Derrick, Eſq; Maſter of the 


CEREMONIES at Bark. 


O the ſons of true humour, this billet's addreſs' d 

By mirth's jolly friends and the patrons of taſte; 
At the Angel in Chelſea their meeting they hold, 
Where the viands are good, and the liquors are old; 
And Couus, (on this you as truth may depend) 
Has to SHiPpman * declar'd, he'll be always his friend. 


How delightful the proſpect of yon wealthy plain, 
Where the * the ſouthward impregnates the 
rain ! | | | 
While his beam with the breeze lightly ſports o'er the 
billows, . 4 - 
And the margin's embrown'd with a ſhade from the 
wWillows; 
While pompouſly trimm'd the barge ſlides ſmooth 
along, 
And the tide on the beach tunes the rower's rough 
ſong ; wp 
If wit and good ſenſe, and good humour you chuſe, 
This kind invitation you will not refuſe ; 
Bur give your three ſhillings to pay for libation, 
And at two you'll be welcome to ſhare our collation, 
Upon the day Of—— | 


* The Maſter of the Tavern. 


SONG 
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SONG x6, A Burleſque Burletta Duet, ſung at 
Comvus's-Court, by the Choice Spirits. | 


To the M Y ſong, firs, excuſe, 
tone of And pardon my muſe, 
Come let us If for once ſhe appears as a joker 
repare, we { The town taſte I'll ſhew, 
rothers And the whole criſs-croſs- row 
that are. Put into the tune ALLY CORE. 


| GreatA was alarm'd atB's bad behaviour, 
To the Becauſe C denied D, E, F, a favour, 
tune of G got a huſband with H, I, K, and L, 
ALLY M marry'd MAR r, and ſcholars taught to 
A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, I, K, L, M. 
It went hard at firſt with N, O, P and QO, 
With R, 8, T, fingle V, and likewiſe with W, 
With X and Y it ſtuck in their gizzards, 
Till all were made friends by the two crooked Zds. 
O rare humpback'd Zds. 


Theſe words have no wit, 
Tho? the tune they may hit, 

But who thought to find wit in a tune O; 
Did the town reliſh ſenſe, | 
Would they run with expence | 

To burlettas of Sign BurFoono ? 


The old fellow's face 
With his grunt and grimace, 

And his tceth ſhewn by a grinna; 
Tho? we can't underſtand him, 
We needs muſt commend him, 

And ſo we muſt miſs NicoLina. 


D 3 Then 
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Then fince finging the taſte, let's have a duetta, 

Let's have it, , by way of burletta, 

And take off the old man as well as Spiletta, . 
Which nobody can deny. 


I've got a cold — indeed Pm very hoarſe, eh, 
And Fo ing, firs, I fear will make me worſe, eh, 
Yet will ive and work like any negroe, 

From flow Adagio up to quick Allegro ; 

Then change from forte to the ſoft piano, 

That I may be ſee, fignior, ſee 

Indeed the boon companio : 

Come then, my daughter, come, miſs NicoLina, 
Wo muſt compoſe a new burletta grinna, 

And with my fingers play the ſymphonina. 


Symphony is played to the tune of 4ſe if you damaſk roſe 


- be ſaveet. 


But ah! 'tis dinner-time, my dear ftgnora, 

So fetch ſome ſtakes, go fetch ſome ſtakes, encora. 
While I make uniſon to this ſtocato _ 
Boil me ſome broth, and roaſt me ſome potatoe. 


Largo ma affettuoſo, tocca primo violin; . 
The broth will prove but ſo ſo, if you don't put oat- 
meal in. | 

Volti largo ma aſſette, ſubito andante ; 
Put greens in cabbage netta, and make ſome ſoup 
zonte. | 


Thirds, fifths and eighths are half above aquarter, 
A minim is much longer, a quaver is much ſhorter : . 
Go, lay the cloth, and fetch a pint of porter, 


Duro. 


Miſi. Pray, papa, pray, pardon moy, 
Soncafugo ame ſoy, 
He. Fetch the drink. 


Sb. 
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$he, Indeed not I. — 

He. You'teill bred, miſs. 

She. That's a lye. | EIS 
He. Gallop trollop.-She. Tuche ta. / 
He. Le diable, —bribble brabble. 

Brabantiana cara ſpiletta foolato la, 
Caro — foolata la. 

Da Cape. 


— — — — — 


SONG. 56. ACoer anda BULL. 


O take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand, 
That language of lovers, who dare not de 
And then with another as cloſe and as dear, 
You've made him believe his happineſs near. 


Then to tell him, then to tell him, 


Then to tell him the tale of a Cock and a Bu 
That you meant no ſuch thing, but was, * 


4 


That you meant no ſuch thing, but was 
fool, 


The tread on the toe, to admit and be free, 
And ſtraight to reply with the toe-repartee ; 
To ex pelt with your eyes your inward deſires, 
And thus with full hopes to kindle his hres, | 

Then to tell him a tale, &c. py 


When he wants to diſcloſe what he dare not 'reveal, 
When he looks very filly, and means a great deal, 
When 8 2 (if &er thinking ſhould enter hie 
0 rain) 

You'll grant him his wiſh, the eaſe of bis pain. 

IT ben to tell him a tale, &c. 


D 4. | To 
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To let him N proceed on to bliſs, 


To ſuffer the fatch or the theft of a kiſs ; 

When coyneſs retreating, unwillingly flies, 

When fighs anſwer murmurs and eyes talk to eyes. 
Then to tell him a tale, &c. | 


— 


SONG 57. The TayLor and Szusrx E83. 
| Simile Simili gaudet. 


as ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or 

| aret ; | 

With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 

| But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread, 
„ Derry down, down, 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 
When blefs'd with a pint of zhree tbreadi for his Lining z 
Till Curip, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a ſemſtreſs's 4odkin deſtroy d his guietus. 


AFG was, and he liv'd in a garret, 


No longer a birih-night affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter d, in tatters his meaſure : 
His 6:/ls, he contrives not with item, to ſwell; 
Silk, ous tape, and buckram, he damns them to 


_ Coupip pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fire-draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute 
Who e'er finiſh'd without firſt beginning his ſuit? 


He viſits the ſcmſtreſs with awkward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ; | 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 

For ihe, lack-a-day, was as ſharp as a ncedle. 


He 


7 ] | 
He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 

© Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 
The Fates ears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


Do ye think, cry'd the ſemſtreſs, I'll take for a 
ſpouſe 
One whom no one eſteems three ſtips of a louſe ? 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, 
A taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear N 
ä ing; | mY | 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid; 8 
Was juſt like a needle without any tbraldde. 


P 2 Ln 148 
When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry'd, 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide ; 
Tho' to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 
She might always be ſure of a goo/e at the fre. 


| 1 
As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſo nimble f 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her 
thimble. is 
Tho? ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part 
That (I know not how it was) he cabbag'd her heart. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went; 
Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent; 
None but death could the conjugal knot have unty dg 
For cr9/5 legg'd together they far till they diet. 


1 


[ 538] 
$ONG 58. 
Tune, Sing Tantararara Bucks all, f 


FNYOME, my bucks, let's to-night be devoted to 
drinking, | | 
To-morrow's too ſoon to betroubled with thinking; 
Inſpired by Bacchus, III ſing to his praiſe, 
And crown with à bumper, inſtead of the bayes. 
1 Sing Tantararara Bucks all. 


From Bacchus our name is, tho' ſome ſay from 


| Jove, | 
For he was the firſt (like a buck) who made love; 
To a bull for the ſake of Europa he turns, 
And * to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his 
orns. 


"Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 
The firſt race of bucks were made bucks by their 
wives ; | 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd to 
| roam 
Each wife, a true buck, dubb'd her hero at home, 


| Had the fon of fair Thetis, inflead of the brine, 
Been plung'd over head in a hogſhead of wine, 
He'd have 3 among mortals ſecure from all 
| evil, | | 


A buck, when he's drunk, is a match for the devil, 


But why ſhould the ancients ſtill fill up my lays ? 
»Tis fit that a modern, a modern ſhould pleaſe. 
With claret my roſy-crown'd temples I'll *noint, 

And a health take to him who firit drank a half-pint. 


Were 


"IS 
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Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but 
growing; 
Or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing, 
Nay a Pheebus but drink like an honeſt 
ellow, 


Like Bacchus we'd honour his buekſhip Apollo; / 


What are miſſes, the muſes; to nine mouldy caſſes? 
Or the tea table's ſplendor, to ſplendid full fafks ? 
What is Pegaſus good for ? Yes, he ſhall be mine; 
Pl! keep him as porter to fly for my wine. 8 


In n meads, when the birds whiſtle 
roun 
How ſhrill is their muſic, * ample thefound p. 
Give me a bells tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 


And a good fellow's order, Boy, ſix bottles more. 


” 
Can muſic or verſe, love or landſcape beſtow: - | 
A ſix. bottle ſound, or a ſix- bottle ſhow ? 
Cou'd I meet them at midnight, their bottoms I'd try, 
Who firſt ſhould give out, faith, the bottles or is 


This tuning and piping no longer ['ll bear it, 
What's all pi pos of muſic to one pipe of claret ?- 
By my ſoul, bucks, I love it, and why, woo, . 
know? 105 1 


Drink ouly as I've done, you'll all 1 it "ae. 5 


— — — 


= 
—— — 49 
+ of fv 


SON G 59. Tune, Shanbuy,* 


E bucks, far and near, to my ſonnet + 
And quit the dull trouble or Linking give 


The ſage, long ago, ſaid, that nothing he knew, 
Poor ſoul, was unſtudy'd i in deinkiag. 
Dull mumbling of Plato, 


Or grumbling with Cato, 
| D 6 Diſ⸗ 


* 


e 
ifpaſſionate Stoics will make us; 
But the men truly wiſe, 
Such pedants deſpiſe, 
And attend on the lectures of Bacchus. 


With full wigs, in fine coach, ſee the doctors ap- 
roach, | | 
And muſcular mould up their faces, | 
Grave ſmell on the cane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the ſhow pulſe by grimaces. 
Their fees firſt receive, 
Their opinions then give, 
Wich potions and motions, they'll quack us; 
Their preſcriptions may drain, 
| Bat we'll fill up each vein 
By the nouriſhing no:irums of Bacchus, 


By ſycophant ſtate, ſee the meaneft made great, 
Spite of plain dealing merit endeavours, 
That jik, madam Fortune, is hoodwink'd moſt cer- 
, tain, | 
And ſcatters at random her favours. 
Come lads of true ſpirit, 
Pay courtſhip to claret, 
That power the greateſt will make us : 
Can penſion, or pope, 
No, nor#ibbard, or rope, 
Lift us vp like the bounties of Bacchus ? 


Ye lads, when you need, with the fair to ſucceed, 


With bumpers begin your love's trial ; 
It emboldens the mind, in the lady you'll find 
*"F will drown all the force of denial. . 
rink, drink, in your prime, 
Tofs a bottle to Time, 


He'l 


1. 6¹ 1 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o ertake us; 
| Our decay we prevent, 
His wounds we cement, 


By the ſtypti:al balſam of Bacchus. 


jog 


Nem. Con. let us join in the praiſe of wine; 
Whilſt miſers midſt millions dread ying, 
Whilſt lovers are mourning, and ladies areſcorning, 

We're love and death equal defying. 
Obſerve tho” the toaſt, 

| Leſt our liquor be loft, 

And death midſt a bottle o'ertake us; 
To be even with him, - 
Fill each glaſs to the brim, 

For we'll die with a bumper of Bacchus. 


m_ 


SONG 60. 
Tune, On a time I was great, &c. 


— — 


P USH the bottle about, drink my toaſt, and away, 
Round the brim let the bumper be flowing; 
We're robbing of life, while we drinking delay, 
So prithee, dear brothers, keep going. 
Here's a health to that man, who — ſtrength feareth 
none, | 
Who values no mortal for riches alone, 
Who ne'er treads on the weak, nor gives ſorrow a 
frown, 
He, he's a true ſon of the bottle. 


The fcience of drinking is better by half 
Than the ethics of old Ariſtotle : 

J look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 
Except ia the life of a bottle, 


[ 62 T. 4 9 
The ſage, who wha know how the world could go 
round, hf 

And in ſearching the truth out, the puppywas drowp'd, 
Had he once been but drunk, he the ſecret had found, 
Such wonders are work'd by a bottle, 


The ſportſman arous'd when the horn calls away, 

Thro? thickſets, o'er quickſets will bound, Gr, 
His warm-wiſhing wife may in vain court his ſtay,. 

Her requeſt in loud hallooing is drown'd, fir: 
His ſport is but dull to the ſport which we boaſt, 
So ho! here's a buniper, hark, hark to the toaſt, 
Hit it off, and be quick, leſt the ſcent ſhoyld be loſt, 
| And we're caſt in the chace of the bottle, 


Let lawyers perplex, and let ſchoolmen declaims- . . 
Let patriots for liberty rattle, | | 
Let hot-headed heroes run mad after fame, 
But let us cooly ſtick. to our bottle. 
Shew us wine, tis enough, we fall eagerly to't, 
Let thoſe take their reſt, who their temper twill ſuits 
We've liberty, honour, law, learning to boot, 
In the pleaſing contents of a bottle. 


Tho? ſickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, 
PII equal the ancients in thinking, _ 
No comfort, no phyſic, no friendſhip but wine, 
No freedom I aſk, but for drinking. 
Stood death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or bailiff-like dare he ruſh into the room, 
T'd try for one moment to tip him a hum, 


c While I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle, 


SONG 
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. 
$ONG 61. Tune, Derry down, &c. . 


. 


| HEN Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and 


With vineyards had planted the face of the earth, 

'Tho? nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 

Some, drunk with his bounty deny'd to obey. Ep 
Derry down, &c. 


He harnaſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 
Silenus was ſutler, lord Pan led the horſe; _.. 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in fight of the foe, 
And firuck them all dead, without itriking a blow. 


"Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in a 
fright, | | . 

For he lily ſtole into their camp over night; 

And while they lay ſleeping, not dreaming ſuch matter, 

He drew off their wine, fill'd their flaſks up with 
water. | 


Next morn when they *woke, and their bottles 
all'd out, 9 
The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout; 
They trembled from monarch to the meaneſt mechanic, 
From whence comes the phraſe, to put men in a panic. 


Ve heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 
Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 
Cou'd you with mere water march fearleſs to war? 


The buck of. the Greeks, Alexander by name, 
As much by his drinking as fighting got fame; 
He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer to _ 
7 


| 1 1 
By foul pale- fac d villains, who only drank water, 
Great Cæſar wasdragg'd to the ſenate-houſe ſlaughter ; 
Had they drank what they ought, they'd have dropt 
their defign, 
And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill 
our wine. 


"Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth, 
Kept conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth, 
On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend, 

He, who ſticks to his bottle, will tick to his friend. 


Tis wine (like the ſun) that invigorates our hours, 
Wine * our complexions, as Sol blooms the 
| ow'rs ; 


And as birds grateful ſing, when he ſpreads his bright 


Tays, 
So, we bucks, in full chorus, chant bright claret's 
praiſe, 


Mark each roſe, when the ſun's from the horizon fled, 
Shuts his _—_ dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his 
| bead; 

When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will be- 
come, 
Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and 


— — „ 


SONG 62. Tune, The Hounds are all out.. 


\ Ontented, I am, and contented [111 be, 

For what can this world more afford, 

Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor d, 


My brave boys, ke. 
Y * My 


I 65 J 
My vault door is open'd, deſcend every gueſt, 
Tap that caſk, ay, that wine we will try, 
"Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, - |. 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 


In a piece of flit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 
*T'will light us each bottle to hand, 

The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. | 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ftrod, 
I fit my companions note | 

Like grape · bleſſing Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong. 


We are dry where we ſit, tho* the oozing drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to embols, E 
From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte ſtream, 

Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs. - 


My cellar's my camp, my ſoldiers, my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review ; 

When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


I charge glaſs in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks on drink dead. 


Sound oy pipe, tis in tune, and thoſe bins are well 
View the heap of Champaigne in your rear; 

Yon bottles are Burgundy, ſee how they're pil'd 
Like artillery, tier over tier, 


'Tis 


* 


[ 66 ] 
Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic JaczrT be grav'd on my ſtone, 
But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 
And write, that His Dzinkx1xG is done. 


— »— 


SONG 63. Tune, By Jovs 1'Il be free. 


H o I love you, yet think not my judgment 
'To doat on your waiſt, or your roſe-dimpled cheek ; 
The black curling locks which your white neck inlay, 
Your love-pouting lips, or your eye · darting ray: 
Tis not for thoſe charms which ſo common are ſeen, 
*Tis ſametbing more ſeeret, - but gueſs what I mean. 


Platonics corporeal embraces diſdain. 
Their mental enjoyments no paſſion profane; 
The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, | 
Yet ſtill fleſh and blood will meer fleſh and bload want, : 
Each ſex ſighs for more than to ſee and be ſeen, | 
What more is't they figh for? why— gueſs what I mean. 


Can a dinner's warm ſteam fill the hungry with 
cheer ? . 
Or the ſight of a hank dry up poverty's tear? 
The jingling of pr — or Eme of a feaſt, 
They care not to Ear of, unleſs they cou'd taſte: 
*Tis thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 
But what he can taſte of, that's - gueſs what I mean. 


We, wiſe-ſeemins mortals, five ſenſes retain 
In the pay of the will, to be pimps to the brain; 
One ſenſe, like the ſerpent, devours all the reſt, 
As man's moſt inclin'd to hear, fee, ſmell or taſte; 
But to touch is the point, - yet I'll not be obſcene, 


For to touch is no more than to- gueſs what! * 


| Tt & 
How ſweet the ſenſation ! how thrilling the bliſs, 
When, breaſt joining breaft, we blend ſouls in a kiſs 
All madneſs the lover, the fair all delight. 
Ev'ry ſenſe then in one extatic unite: 


What's that ſenſe of all ſenſes ? wby—here drops 


the ſcene, N p 
Tis ſomething that's certain, but — gueſs what I mean. 


1 


80NG 64. Tune, Farewell to LochABA X. 
— HE ſportſman may boaſt of his well · ſoented 


und; 

Each day let the coxcomb in dawdling confound; 
The ſtateſman may vaunt of political ſchemes ; 
Let poets be fooP'd by their — dreams: 
Let night-waſting learned their volumes unfold, 
Give the toper his bottle, the miſer his gold ; 
*Gainft learning, wealth, drinking, wit, ſtate, T 

A roteſt, | ISJR; 4 
"Tis WW dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt. 


© Tho' birds, in ſhrill ſymphonies, fing o'er our heads, 
And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads; 
Tho” the fruits are ſo pleaſant, fo thick grow the 


trees, 


So warms ſhines the ſun, and ſo cool breathes each | 


breeze; | 
The odour of ſpices, the pure cryſtal ſtream, 
Each nice gift of nature, I nobly eſteem ? 
Yet birds, fruits, ſpice, flowers, can-ne'er ſtand the teſt 


With woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt, 


In ficknefs, in priſon, in want, in deſpair, 
What woe can we feel, if fond woman is there ? 
The noſtrum of nature the med'cine of life, | 
In ev'ry affliction, the cure is a Wirs E: 


But 


1 66 1 
But think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid 
To the miſer-like virgin, the green · ſickneſs maid; 
Thoꝰ ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperfe&'s your plau, 
And you uſeleſs: exiſt, till you're finifh'd by Man. 


4 2 y 
—— * 


— —— 


SONG 65. Tune, Sing Tantararara, toaſt all. 
OW Europe enjoys A repoſe from her wars, 
And fair-fac'd commanders ſleep fearleſs of 


= ſcars, 
Lads, liſt under Love, and your leffons PI! teach, 


To the breaſt-work advance; and then batter in breach. 
| Sing tantarara, toaſt all. 


Tis Jenus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Capia's campaign our foes are all fair; 
As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure, 
Here's ſucceſs to our enſign, the. Standard of PL EA 


Come, my lads, to your lips the brimming glaſs lift, 
May we never want courage when put to a /oift / 
And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 

May we Bs «4h awe pleaſe, and [till pleaſe where we 


The a/b of the ſport/man ſhall next be recounted, 
Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted ; 
The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 

For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare. 


Ye fportſmen, whoſe ſtomachs for feeding are fit, 
Call the cok here, PII give you. four hams on one ſpit 5 
And leſt you ſhould think your ſelves not fully fitted. 
Here's the meat that beſt baſtes it/elf, when tis beſt 
| ſpitted. | 

Come, 


{ 9 J 
Come, my lads, once again let ydur glaſſes be.ſeiz'd, 
Here's the ow N ABS A when "tis be and moſt 
pleas'd ; 
And till to go on with the favourite theme, 
Here's to dying virginity, Unction extreme. 


May our miſtreſſes always be pleas'd to receive, 
And carefully ſave what we bountiful give, 
And when keeping time, to depart we are ready, 
May our dying be happy, revival be ſpeedy ! 


One health more, my brave boys, with your leaves 
I muit teach, | 7 "444 
In view let's have pleaſure, but neer out of reach; 
Here's the neſt in the buſh, and the buſn's beft friend, 
The bird who his life in that neſt loves to ſpends 


Let's now toaſt ſome females ; the firſt my .muſe 
reets 2 * | E. 
1: the Bookbinder's wife, that awell firches in ſheets. 
Next, the brown female reaper, who tight keeps her 

hand in, | | 
So avell does her work, not a 


handful lows fland ing. | 


Here's the milkr's wife's muſic, worth all other 
tones, | | | 
When the ſluice is ſet open, and ſtrong grin1s the flones. + 
Call the maker of baſkets, his wife's worth a bottle, 
Shell rip the bark down, and yet ſaft keep the wattle. 


To the laſs, who's lamb- lite, be a bumper replete, 
Who fill wags her tail, as ſhe taftes of the tet; 
Here's the coal-hole of Cup ip, may every buck win it, 
And to all equal joy in the critical minutes 


Here's the nich houſe: maid, who's {till on her guard, 
To heep the flones clean, and well ſcour the yard; © 
3 - 


. % 
Andi her archita@fif;r, the joy of the people, 
Who the torts 7 — tho foe pulls doæun the ſeep, N 


The young female chymi/?, by natural heat, 


The ęſerce of tife from ſuch quarters can get; 


But, of all the fair females, the girl I moſt prize, 
Is the kilful furr'd female, che judge of A— SN. 


Now 2 truce with our toaſts; no one more I'll 
name, | BY, 


Since we've enter'd the liſts to protect love black 


ane. 3 | 
Here's the centry, who keeps at the Cockpit command, 


And mated at midnight uncover'd will Sand. 


Remember, lads, life's but a ſummer's ſhort day, 
So while our youth ſhines, let us joyous make hay ; 
; cox gt that we live for, let's equally ſhare if, 

ere's the harwve/? of life, Love, Wir, and good 

i : CL ARET. F | . 


4» y \ . 
xz 
—_ a * — ** EY a 4 as. 
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SONG 66. 


SK me not how calmly I 
All the cares of life defy ? 
How I baffle human woes? 
Woman, woman, woman knows. 


You may live and laugh, as I; 
You, like me, may cares defy ; 
All the pangs the heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman cures. 


Aſk me not of empty toys, 
Feats of arms, and drunken joys ; =4 
| | 1 have 


| T 71 J 
I have pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. 


Raptures more than folly knows, 

More than fortune can beſtow z 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields, 
Woman, woman, woman yields. 


Aſk me not of woman's arts, 

Broken vows and faichleſs hearts, 5 
Tell me wretch, who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman lives. 


All delights the heart can know, 

More than folly can beſtow ; | 
Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woman, woman brings. 


2 S * * ä Ai. 1 


T St. Oſythe by the mill, 
There lives a lovely laſs; 
Oh! had I her good-will, $a: 
How gaily life would paſs ! 5 
No bold intruding care 
My bliſs ſhould e'er deſtroy, 


Her ſmiles would gild defpair, 
And brighten every joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm ; 
Like them with joy ſerene, 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm : 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
Steals every ſenſe away ; 
The liſt'ning ſwains around 4 
Forget the ſhort'ning day. 
1 Health, 


——— 


— 


[ 74-1 
Health, freedom, wealth-and eaſe, 


Withourier:tafteleſyare; A1 % 25 e ile 


She gives them power to pleaſe, 
And makes them e e is 22s, 99 


* 
* 


- 


Is there, ye fates, a bliſss Aker. Sic 


Reſerv'd my future ſhare, 
Indulgent hear my wiſn, 


” 4. 2 eee 


And prant it all 1 in her. - 7 304.4 
„ 6" n de 
— — w_ — 
Pox on the times, ei 
Let 'em go as they will. 7 
Tho? the taxes are grown heavy, 8 0 
Our hearts are our o W i 931 bt 


* 


And ſhall be ſo ſtill, | ' 
Drink abort, 


arenen 
But drive away care, | 
And drown all our forrow with clres: 
We'll never repine, 
So they give us good wine, 
Let em take all our Wen . 


We value not chink, ff L i IIA 
Unleſs to buy drink, 4 wa $43 5 
Or purchaſe us innocent pleaſure ; © 
When tis gone, we ne'er fret, en 
So we liquor can get, 4 
For mirth of itſelf is a treaſure. e £29 


No miſer can 4 


So happy as we... 


OT Tl 


my boy adden. 1 7 


(: 730 

Tho compaſe'd with riches he wallow; _ 
Day and night he's in fear, 
And ne er without care, 


While nothing diſturbs che good fellow, 


Come fill up the glaſs, 
And round Jet it paſs, - 

For nature doth vacuums decline >_ 
Drown the ſpruce formal aſs, 
That's 1 of his face, | 

We'll drink till — OI 


While we've plenty of this, 
We can ne'er do amiſs, 

'Tis an antidote aaintoar mains 
And the lad that drinks moſt, 
With honour may boaſt, . 

He fears neither death nor undoing. 


. 


s O N 65. 


Damſel, Im told, 
Of delicate — 
Whoſe father was dead to enrich her, 
| — all her fine thin 85 
ace, ribbons, and rin 


— 


* 


Priz'd —— much as her twitcher, poor 2. 


Priz'd nothing ſo much as her twitcher. 


The youths all around, 
With courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every art to beyitch her: 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, _ 
She'd not be embrac'd 


By any thing elſe but her twitcher, * girl, 


By any thing, &c. 


8 


— 


Each 


14. 


no yew 365 360 band oH 
8 191 2g 5H 

ned id 

A [s5iftym 2d 
D Js2iftym dT 


She'd never be ty ' 
To any thing elſe but ber pcachat, poor gi, 
To any thing, . i „A 
8 88 80 45 c 0 24 3arlw e Won! oH 
ut Cup1 2 ** 212 | 
| -"2I® ce. im SE 3 ITY 18d * 
Reſol dato ſind ways to — her, fade ob wol 
And humble her pride, 53 ob WOH 
Whatever en 


He ſcorn'd, &c.. 


7 14027 


Brig Strephon, <a 
+» Whoſe meren nge 


v A 


- _ goddid prepare mon ui A 
—— * mog flni A 

And wy'd 6 to — — her twitcher, poor girl, 
; „Ke. Fo * H- 7 2 Iz San 28 of 
BD | : * aba io V : 
21 Pon on drew ber,. La 22d 

And uſh'd with defire, 2 27% 
Dru and eee ber, »b 19H 

Ne prateld and toy dd? 51s 

„ e ee e,, eee kad 


Piſh, let go the hold of my chr LIL 


.Piſh, » & C. 
re i IS. £307 : 4 ih 55 x02 baA 
| ut. this FH an, 
2 el Sc TO ae, 7 eee 2) of ol. 
: A — * 1 LY 

3 2 WA He 


929 E 


The myſtical nok 
The myſtical, Kc. 


nad us Kbths tba" 


The thing be intended, Jui! s 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her t - ; 
She cry'd, en Lg 2 
But yet I can't 57: 49810Þ 
| Naw do what you-will oy 
Now do, &c. | 


2 


fs 13 2101 13 
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city of Londre, 
Dat fill 


+ qithe world with ſurpriſe, pleaſure, 
an von re: 
Here de cunning Erenghy 4. viſe lala. and;$papi 
ard runne, , 
And vere can dey 59 els, ankles, 19 get quarter gf 
Hide money? 10 ad on 17 a7 


And for de diverfons. an make ade pſx 


great towB,;.....-..... ,; 
Dey be ſo many, fo hae, a e 
ver was know 
224 | E 2 © Here 


CE 58-9 
[ 76 1 
Here be de Hay- Market, vere de $taljan) apera do 


ſweetly ſound, 


Dat coſt a de brave gentry no moręra txAbyndged 
touſand Nd, E „e a3 1 

& 2/9059 ent HA 

Here be de famous comedians of de vorld, de ttoupe 


Italien, 
Dat make a de poor Engliſh reep. 1 
troupe home agen; LL AT 
De toder place be mad emoiſelle V ew Ja 
touſand trick, E ow Sd bak _. 
She jump upon de er ten ftoris high, and never 
| break her neck. 1 53111 ar 32d W 


1 41089 : 
Here be deviſe managers ſhe en tonite 


braln,  Þ.Þucod 2 98:7 51590 a7 . 
Dat make a de fine-ting of Vagnar "nad Aberico in 
Drutry- Lans: 15morm 21d 1949 2d3 nod W 
See how dey turn aboutz: for; deir om diverſan, in 
* de flying chair $96 ret. 17917 7 £394 +I): 9H 
So prodigious entertainment; vit-neves bedistoufand 

year. a | 

| | ts SG ioo th som j8TW 
— — — ———— C 
: 1839 n oH 10 


5 8 NG 7. 0¹ acer: Rx Meri 


N Curſe attend that woman's love, 85 11999 „d? 
Who always wou'd be pleaſing; lo 
he pertneſs of the billing dove, 1 id 
Like tickling, is but teaſing ĩꝶ 


What then in love can woman do 7 + lle ger Y 10 
If we grow fond they ſhun us z ind # 
And when we fly them, they — N of 2 25 
But leave us when theylve Won us. 


3 1 2 8 0O0NG 


N 


ob £159 FENG . Fouxs 19K 


#74 6 150 * © 27 ? 


A bapfifiing ſong youthall hear, 0 50 


Begun with a trifle, — 
All will ng people draw near, 


nd Þſhall'be nobly attended. S 

Were it not for trifles a few, WAY 20 1 1 . 92 aq 
That lately have come into play,: 

The men would want ſomething to 5 - 13563 Oc 
And the women want ſome ing to oP 

WY DAR of" nuf 405 


What makes men trifle | in drefling 7 £4: 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſingg/ >» 1 


That eminent — a beau. 264 | 
a} 22001 Lu. 4.5 17 Fe 29 71 „. 7 b n 98. j 
When the lover his mand her tried, 11 
The trifle of trifle to gain, „ 498 


No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 


Lagat a bite ſhall pan chem agen. s 24 1620 47 36, 


What mortal man would be able 
-azrWwrrTt: half an hour to ſit? 3 te 4 — 
Or who could bear a tea table, - 


Without taking «rifles for wit $1 T 
The couit is from trifles ſecure,» 43 A 
Gold keys are no triſles, we fees) - 2 347 A 
White rods are no trifles, Pm ſure, ag ft 
Whatever their bearers may be. 
But if you will go to the place. 
"Where trifles abundantly breed, „ 1930; 9 Hh 
Ide levee will ſnew you his grace 1 A 
Makes N trifles indeed. 22 2288 31a % 


12 3 | E 3 | A 
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A coach Mi A fobtmen 3 nehiad eic aĩ io o 
1 count 1331 r erifles 9 fot fin} bad noitides o 


But ye, Gods f how oft de B&Q? AwOb v 
wo ſcandalous, ctiſle within ? ? "how ol b>nwae) 


x fafk of Champaighe;” e TTY gi 2 | 


8 — or ſomething 45 ad; 
$329wWt 
* Nu yaiys? 


00 conttive — ode dat it, 
27 dit no rife, by by dach, * ,.awob yd 


A parſon's 2 trifle at | 1 
of wide a trifle i N pt ; my 5 2 7. 
Ce 18 A to-day, 2 4 25 ft 111 
hs 97 Tronh e 2d c 


A black coat a rifle may cloak; #40 yrroT 
Or to hide it a red 2 mer] 3 
But if once amy is” broks . ** S aro, 2 11 


We hall! we more ti 1 


* 


221 32710 — 8 3 


The ſtage is a trifle, they h 
The — pray carry hong, © 
Becauſe that at d ay 
The houſe they. with 2 "mn 2% 2152 0 
But with people's malic to trifle,” N capaigad 
And to ſet us all on a foot, 1 
The author of this isa trie, e 


n om 


8 0 N 106 7. wt 22 a TA Ge 
A. Cobler there was, and he lied in « ff. 
* 


Su) apa | him for patlour, for kitchen, 
: No 


fa). 


No coin In his potkey,, no in bi pat 
No ambition had he, 8 15 e; „ A 
Derry down, down. do are erry Aen. s 


P % 2u8 


Contented 228 and he cough beine rep; 
If at night he g purchaſe a jug of brown g 3 
How he'd laugh thes,. and whit, and feng 0 55 


ſweet, 74 
Saying, juſt to a hair I maile both ende b. Hg 
Derry down, &Cc, 


But love, the diflurber of high dd ef le SY caq a 


„. eee „ 
He ſhot, r. eobler quite thorough t be wb 
| Iwfh 5 d Rit —_ more ore e * 
Derry — &. f ? 
Te was from a cellar thi 2 Ig 2 920 | 
Where a buxgm you g. ek 7; "LY 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when the roſe ev'ry 
That ſhe ſhot the poor: eabler Ro? Wer 


Derry down, Ke. n 1 
Hs ſung her lare- Gg r att at POE g 


But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: 


Facts Tre e emer and won 


He took © up. kis awl * he had in ne 

And to make away with himſelf was refotwe;— 
He piere'd thro” his body inftead of the ſole; 
So the cobler he dy'd;: 4 the bell it did toll; 


N. . B 


4 | . AY : 4 3 * 
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V-5 7 - p . 0 * ack — * a > i 
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5 1 a f 
All coblers take warn 


b ü | 
Keep your. ** out 1 far Toned 
That lobe b. bringe us m 6 40 « We, A 


ghar 


a, 


Derry down, - ti a 2200] 1911 8 
— ls PT.” 7 e Qrihi nud 1 
— re 8 


SLOTS „0 
0 -:aslg 2H 
RIS E, ariſe, at dead, for arms 76909 8 


Riſe from your urns, and ſave your dyiag ry 5 
Your deeds will be in dark oblivion drown? * wud 


For mighty William ſeizes all your en. 
* 11 ta fa 
Again the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, 7 rad | 
Pe — bleeds; ; ON ow : 
© glorious death, or comely.wognds, - 
Her godlike monarch mongrch leads. © Yo: #75 L5G by 
24 5 a. 4 | ; 
Pay us, kind Fate, FP debt you owes,” 1 5 ap Tee 
('eleſtial minds from clay untis ; $1.65 £09 0 1 
Let cowards ſpirits dwell below. 1 
„ 
| 554 1 1 TT , 
SONG 75. Tone, dan viecls u. 37 
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S I went forth to view the 1 * 2 
A Which Flora had adorn'd, r 
In raiment fair; now ev'ry thing p Ein 
The rage of Winter ſcorn'd;  * + 7% 
I caſt mine eye, and did eſpy, — 
A youth who made great clamour, 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
4 5 \ Al! Omnia vincit, amor, 


f 672701 


he 2 ew Seeg of won 
Ad d oe doo IL A. 
1 Ant 13 0 pls 0. ole al ug "a Anq wy 


a bell e id deliver... Ob: ras. 11 
ace, and comely grace. 
Her Joo 5 that ſhin'd like Jammer, oth Sees "7 - 


With ans rays h have cut my days; 
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The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each charny'i is fled, p* 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe ao f more, 

Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 5 17 
All nature does my loſs deplore, E 4. | 


All, all reproach the faithleſs Nin, f ory 
Yet Damon ftill I ſeek in van op 
All, all, &C. e+4 carer 5 0435S KRG IM 
. hs bo 1127 18 y 8 . 1261 
* | rl 24215 9x #*49 ” ä — — 
ON 93 ' | OS, 


ATIL Windſor, - tad with loft tow'rg, E 
Where Nature wantons at her will. 
Decks ev'ry vale with fruits andflow'rs,” © ZN 
With waviag trees adorns each hill: 1 
Like Mas with VExus in his arms; © 7 np 
Like his thy ſtrength, like hors ay charms, - | 
Like Ws &c. 


When o'er thy plains I fretch mine eyes, oe SEES 
Pleas'd with thy proſpects unconfin'd, —— 
A thouſand ſcenes before me riſe, a 
A thouſand beauties charm my ming 
Tho' different each, yet each agrees, of 
Nor this, nor that, but all things Pleaſe. 


EF | | Thus 


14! 
Thus Strephon views bis loyely fair, a 
From pr agen to charm in 7, Na tot, © : [ — = 1 
Yet not her face, nor ſhape, mor an, T ed 5 
Nor yet her eyes tranſport him. mot; twoly - 
But ' tis the heavenly Enid Whole, $200 yy #1 
With matchleſs grace delphi his ſoul, FE FT _ 7 


7 ” 9 — 
— * * + aus " "0 p 2844 ö 
c * „ 


8 ON G. 94. | 
AIL. Greenwich crowa'd with ſweet 25 ht; 
= * hroughout thy parks diſplay'd, 
h l 


ere Nature's laviſh charms invite 

Each youth and blooming maid; 7 H 
To taſte the joys of rural ſhade, bin 
Where nought but love and mirth invade, 
. nought, &. 


1 ” F 1 'F 
„ , SIAL VI bf 
£ : * % Fg 
, 7 . 
K % » & 


Thy ranging groves of lofty deen, 


Wich ſpreading ſhades edel! 
The heat of Pœbus' ſultry ra i 1 

There feacker'd ſongſters . vine N 
In pleaſing, emblems of true love, . ul 
Melodious warbling thro” the . 2 9381 N on J 
| 5 ON 3&0 
Each riſing hill new- * yields, 

And captivates the mina 5 1ageht 


The grazing flocks, the pleaſant fields, 1 SHA 
Yields raptures unconfin'd. ST1Eqmi yo! 
Fair Flora paints the verdant ſceneg,s 
And decks with fragrant ſweets the. green. 
The filver Thames glides gently by, 
With peace and. plenty crown'd ; 
Its glitt'ring ſurface chears cheeye, 12 iT} 
--- Green oziers mantling round, wo? T'1 
With wanton wavings as it goes, 014 
in various forms new beauties ſhews, -H 


[9] 


From hill to dale, „kom dale to gro ve,. 2 
Thy ſplendor thine around,, Ni 

That viewing each \ we fully prove 0 T9% 
Tranſporting Joys abound ; 2; i 


Whilſt extacy inſpires the ſoul, 
And — ore, we praiſe the whole. 


* 
2 2 * 25". g= 2 7 — 


— »* 8 * PM . * vey" 1*— ** —_ a 
i. Ad * 
- 


* 8 O0 NG bs. 


A p P * | That all hours excelling, .. 

When retir d from crowds and e. 

Happy is that ſilent dwelling, 58 
Fili'd with ſelf-poſlefſing Joys. i 


Anois 


Happy*s that contented creature, 
Who with feweſt things is pleas'd, 

And conſults the voice of natures e 
When of roving 1 r 


Every paſſion wiſely moving, f 17 
Jul as reaſon turns the ſcale; 2 | 
Every ſtate of life improving, 
That no anziins thoughts prevail; 


” E © + 


Happy man oo thus pole 
| Life with ſome, companion ear 

Joy imparted ſtill increaſes, e 
Griefs when told ſoon: dilappear, | . 


” 
- N — — 
- Po” 
_ . 
* 
— g — — 2 1 a 4 
— 

— 

U * 


8 ON G 96. 
E comes, he comes, the hero's come! 
Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, bear the drams 
From port to port, let cannons roar, 


He s welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. - 
An, F 2 prepare 


Þ- > 7 — 
y : 
. »> © 5% 
b w 6.4 2 


160 ] 
| ens mod, qi wollat 1% 
Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare b 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air ; 
From pole to pole your joys reſouad, 4 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd ed of. 


691 ct 2H 
RK | | „„ THO ris nen 
Z Tor" 
3 1 27 1 04 1 91550 1 (1914 
AIL Maſonry, thou craft divine! 
r of earth, from heav'n reveal'd 
Which doth with jewels precious nine, 
From all but Maſons eyes conceal'deQ. 


Cho. Thy praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
| In nervous proſe, or flowing verſe ? 


As men from brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A Maſon other men excelissss˖ ＋ 1 
For what's in knowledge choice and rare, 4 
Put in his breaſt ſecurely dwells! SIGH 
Cho. His filent breaſt, and faithful heart. 
Preſerve the ſecrets of the art. 
fc CES BUS VENT ine D 
From ſcorching heat, and piercing cold. 74 
From beaſts whoſe roar the foreſt rens H. 
From the aſſaults of warriors bold. 
The Maſons art mankind defends. | 
Cho. Be to this art due honour paid. / 
From which mankind receive ſuch aid; b 


4 


Enfigns of ſtate, - that feed our pride, UehY 5001” 

Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! A 270 TWO 

By Maſons true are laid aſide, 6 od 9VY 

Art's free born fons ſuch toys diſdain. 

Cho. Enobled by the name they bear, 22 bad 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the badge they wear. 

| 4 Sweet 


* 
. - * * 
1 SJE 


z 


0 101 J 


Sweet fellowſhip, from envy free, 


Friendly converſs of EI, 1917 „759274 

The lodge's laſting cement be, yo! 200k 
Which has for iges firmly flood. A And | 

Cho. A lodge this built, for ages "7 NN 


Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 
Then in our ſongs be juſtice done 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From ſabel down to Burlington, 
And let each brother bear a part, 
Cho. Let noble Maſans healths g Ni de 
Their e in lofty lodge RY: 


SO N G 96. | 
A AR *. hark ye, bow echoes 0 horn 1 in che 
h 


oſe notes 90 0 ſportingly dance on the gale, © M8 
To charm us to bafter,; for ignoble reſt, 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt : 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is Hark, hark, 
Then b defer we, one moment, our os f 
Haſte, haſte, let's 09s ſo to * my brave boys, 


What pleaſure can equal the j joys of the chace,,, - 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 

From valley to — * re- echoes the cry: 

Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we ur | 

rh bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old Cite, 
etful of labour, we leap o'er-the mounds, | 

Lex on by the * and 2 cry of the hounds. = 


- 


A. _ 
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s 0 N 6 199. 40295 4¹¹ . 


% b'ögelꝗ 9d off yeM 
ARK! the boany Chrid Chuck z oT 
I, 2, 3s 4» 5s 6, 12 411303 5d mir 124 
They ſound ſo  woundy great, 
So wond'rous ſweet, | Hie, 2602 off 
And they troul ſo merrily, ned. «11 145 N 
dd mid 18.1 
Hark the firſt and ſecond bell, „ ag m ba 
That every day at four and ten 31 
Ces come to pray rs, , 


And the virger troops before the dewan ... 


Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the ſmall bell at nine, 
To call the beerers home; 
But the dev'la man 
Will leave his 1 57 430 H 
Tl he bears the mighty Tom, , 99.97: 


| * ON G 100. e 104 
E chat will not merry merry be, 7. 
0 2 b baA 
K. With a gen'rous bowl and a N. 2 0 
ay he in Hridewell be ſhut ap, 
And faſt bound to a ꝓoſt. Sul en 209] 


Nit kim be merry, e then 4-401, hum oT 
And we'll be merry, merry here 

For who can know where we ſhall go 
To he merry another year? 


' £1:3070 101 
, He'that wall not merry, ene de, 5 =, 01 28 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 2.3 1 


May he be oblig id to drink wall beer. 
With ne'er a penny in's purſe. 


Let him be merry, 4. | 
4 | He 70 


C 4 
- + 
* 
_ ”y 0." PII _ PR WIR ® as Mt ti. Me. b — * | 4 
— _ . . 
0 — * — 2 FT 4 +. - PS; 
. 


L 0 I. 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
Wich a comp'npof jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a a wife, | 
To umu bimnwith her noiſm. 
Let him be merry, &c. 1 4 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 

Let him be bury'd in the church- yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. | n 303 #1664 

Let him be merry, &c. | 


SONG 101. en co vatT 
17? O W brimful of nothing's the life of a bana ! 
Toy: ve nothing to TR give * 
to do 
Nor nothing to talk of, Ge nothing they know, | 
Such; fuch is the life of a beau, Ke. 


For nothing they riſe but to draw the freſh air; 

Spend the S in nothing but curling their hair: 

And do nothing Ki day, but U ſaunter, — 
Such, leis, e c. 


For nothing, at ni "A at the et they owed, 

To mind nothing done there, they always are proud: 

But to bow and Þ grin, and talk n ale 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For dhe they run to th aſſembly and ball, 
And for nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 


For they: ſtill muſt be beaſted, who? ve=nothing at all : 


Such, fach is, &c. | 24 
4 For 


1 104 } 
For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 
bot Fay? ve nothing 1s bopra not ine de bg'fo 
>, 1 1 „gs eee 
They 4. be nothin no-wheke] who nothin?" 
here; 8 77 wo ii 6 e 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


| 8 O N G © oF 0H 


OW keppy-s ſtate does the miller poſſeſs 7 

Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be 15 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court, . 
Which i is, oe. 


an 1 1 1r/'Þ 


— 


What tho he al duſty, add While does go, 
The more he i 18 . the mote Uke a Beau; 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 6 
Than a courtier who firuts bs bis e and bar.. 


Tho? his hands are 8 daub'd they re not fit to be 
The hands of his betters are not very clean } 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 6A 
Gold in handling will tick to the fingers une ne 


What then if a pudding for dinnet be lacks, y = 1 
He cribs without ſcruple from other men's ſack * 
In this of right noble example he Per hv RP ob. 
Who borrow as oy — other men's bags.” ** 


Or ſhou'd he 1 to 3 an TR 
In this too he mimicks the tools of the tate ; 3 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill. 
As all his concera's to wy griſt to bis mill. 


He 


18 } 


; 188qq£ 4 47 44.31 13 105 Moy 13 
He eats yhen he's bupgty. and 8 he's dryy 
The down when he's weary contenteddoes lye; 

1deup chearfyl to work and to ſing : 251. 

1035 happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? Fu 


: 
* * 


1410 101 


£ 
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H OW pleaſint a ſailor's life paſſes,” 


1 Who roams o'er the wat'ry main 3 * 
Ne ure he ever amaſſes, e 9 FI 
chearfully ſpends all his gain. 


we de arty and f. jon, ee n * 


To honour and honeſty .true, 4. 4 034 hs 
And wou'd not commit a baſe action, | 
For power and profit in,view. ', # 


Chorus, Then. why. ſhould we quarrel 8 bete, 
Or any ſuch glit exing toys? 


A light heart anda thin pair. of breeches. : +... 14 
Goes CO the "owe brave deu, 
e. 30 bd 9 E 2 7 
he world i is a Nb x n nin trf {Py 
Eurich'd with the bleſſings of bows. 54 ata. 


The geiler with plenty rewarding 
Which plenty too often breeds firife. - 


When terrible tempeſts aſſail as. 
And mountainous billows affright, 6 Batt 
No grandeur or wealth can avail ubs 


But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Cho. Then why ſhould, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubje& to . dune 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, . 

Then we, who to politics ſtrangers, e 2th 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 7 


1 
| F 5 The 


1. ic, 0 796, 4 e bog 9 nn 10 
e bleſſings of nature, yqqud dove 
In various auric we try; Noch 1} arg jon 918þ { 
No mortals than us can be greater; verm D off W 
Who merrily live till we die. P % 


Cho. Then why ſhould, ec, bob 


———— 0 he nels 4 MH 


PRE 77 
— i 1 2 
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SO N G 104- MoxTRosE 's Linas, 


Toſs and tumble thro? the night, 45 
And wiſh th' approaching day, 
T Thinking when darknefs yields to light, 
PII baniſh care away: 
But when the glorious ſun doth riſe,” 
And chears all nature round, 
All thought of pleaſure in me Ties, 
My cares do {till abound: 1 7] 
1 ils 708 
My tortur'd and uneaſy mind, 
Bereaves me of my reſt; 
My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, 1 # 
With care I'm ſtill oppreſt : 
But had I her within my breaſt, 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 
My raptur'd ſoul would be at reft, 
And ſoftelt j Joys 3 


F'd not envy the God af war, nar 
Bleſs'd with fair Venus? charms, , 
Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter, 
In fair Alcmena's arms: BEF: 
Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 
Would be a jeſt to me 
If of her charms I were pofſeſt, 
Thrice 8 — — 


But 


5 roy Þ 
But fince the gods do not ordain 
Such happy fate for 0 % acer 


I dare not gainſt their. wi ine, d, 
Who — deſti * 8 e en 
With (prightly wine Pl drown my eue, W 
And cheriſh ſtill my ſoul; N 00 
Whene'er I think on my loſt 5 | 5 
Þ'11 drown her in the bowl. T 
291.1 2 oo rity. 3 „ 
5 ONG 105. Tune SALLY. ok: 
Am, in truth, 17 1 — uy 1 
A country youth, " 24 eo 
— Unus'd to London faſhions; — go. — * 
Yet virtue guides, 5% a 
And ftill:prefides, * 4 
O'er all my ſteps and e 41 


No courtly leer, 
But all ſincere, | e 
No bribe ſhall ever blind mee 
If you can like | „ 
A Yorkſhire tike,. | | 
An honeſt man you'll find me. 


Tho? Envy's to 
With ſlander n 
Does oft belye our country, | 
No men on earth 3g HAY. 
Boaſt greater worth, | 
Or more extend their bounx. 


Our northern breeze range 
Wich us agrees, "IST 
And does for buſineſs fit us 3 „ 
In public cares, 7 he 
In love's affairs, 
With honour we acquit us. 


F. 6 | A: noble 


[ [ 108. 3 


A noble mind ba 
1s ne'et confnd ö 5 1 0 2 
To any ſhire or nation; 1 
Hie gains moſt gehe N 1m _ 
Who best diſplays 7 3 * 5 
* > JON 31: DYI IIe 14 
A gonerous education: woke 10d 1 +; 
While.rancour rolls . 
In narrow ſouls, Im lad 
By narrow views diſcerning; . 
The wa. we . a uk, ö 
Will only prize aug 
Good manners, ſenſe, and learning. js og 
— — — 2 men Toll 
| 80 N 0 106. 
flea . 
Have been in love, wy in . 15 indrink, 
This many and many a year- up & m. 


And theſe are three plagues ayoughy I I ſhould Sink, 
For any poor mortal to bear. 547 414 

*T was love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into debt; W 

And tho' I have ſtruggl'd and fruggy'd and ſtrove, 9] 
cannot get rid of them * | : | 


FT 
4 7 Q F 

: i 3 FE. j 
- 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 72 777 
And rid me of all my pain; 

"Twill pay all my debts, 2209 30. 
And remove all my letts; 12 23013 741. 
And-my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 50 

Will love me, and love me again: 


Then, then III fall to my loving and drinking again. 


8s ON 


1 
SONG 107. The Downkconr Lover, 


Tit — — 
Love thee, by ws I cannot a more; 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling ; zn e 61 
If thou yield'ſt not at once, I muſt e en give thees* er, 
For I'm but a novice at fooling. 


— 


What my love wants in n words, it all anne up in 


deeds, 
Then why ſhou'd we waſte time in ing, child . 


A performance, you wot well, a promiſe exceeds; * 
A word to the wiſe is enough, child. #7 bag 


Lknow how to love, and to make that lows knowny 
But J hate all protelling and. arguing : 
Had a goddeſs my heart, ſhe ſnou'd ev'n lye alone, 
If ſhe made _ words to a rin 
DOE Ats 11-4 2 b 
I'm a ner in love) * but bately abr | Y 1 
Whkate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying; * 
Pry'thee be thou ſo too, ſeek for no better term, 
But een throw, thy you: or thy nay in. 


I cannot'bear love like a chancery-ſuit, 
The ageof a patriarch depending ; . 
Then pluck up a ſpirit, no longer be mute, 
Give it one way or other an ending, 1 12 


Long courtſhip's the vice of a phlegmatic foo, 
Like the grace of fanatical ſinners, 
Where the ſtomachs. are loſt, and the viduals grow 


cool, 


Before men fit down to their dinners. - 


[ M07 


$ONG 


5 1 
ſ [ 1100 1 
SON G. 1 


* [ liveto grow old, as I find go down, | 
Let'this be my fate in a fair country, 4 v . 


May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at 5 my 
:Anda-cleanly young girl to rub my bald 

May I govern my paſſions with an ab gie Wy 
And grow wiſer and better as my firengih. years 


away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, . 


In a country town, by a murmuring brock; lake 


With the ocean at diſtance on which I c 

With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or 1 

And an eafy pad - nag to ride out a SS. 
May I govern, &c. 


t * 01 
* 211 
With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more. 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'fon, Bor tea 
And clean, tho? coarſe linnen, at oy meal,” * 
May L govern, &c, ' Ye T 


With a pudding on Sunday; with Rout humming 
liquor, ap 3814 T 
And a remnant of Latin to puzale the vicar; ; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c. 


With courage undaunted may I face my laſt dzy 71 


| 1 


And when Jam dead, may the better ſort ſay, 
Un the morning When ſober, in the ey'n 1 
mellow, 
He is gone, and han't left behind hint bis 0 
For he govein'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer, and better as his PW wore 
away, 


WI thout gout or ſtone, by a whe deca 
N , * wah 8 0 N G 


2 
1 4 75 
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F eld could Tengthen life, I Wet. 

1 Ac then mould be my chiefeſt cane 

To get a heap, that I might ſay, 2 Ea 

fe ts *rame to demand iris pay, 
Thbod ſtave, take this, and 80 thy Way. 


But ſinee life is not to be bought, 

Why ſhould I plague myſelf for nought; 
Or fooliſhly difturb the ſkies £15 3 af 
With yain complaints, or fruitleſs cries'? i 
For if the fatal deſtinies - ene (EY 
Have all agreed it ſhall be ſo, A tles us hut 
What good will gold or crying do. 


om 0116 246 RA | | Lan. 
Give me, to eaſe my thirfty ſoul, 5777 
The joys and comforts of the bow! ; MEN 


Freedom and health, and whilſt IJ live, 
Let me not want what love can give; 
Then ſhall I die in peace, and have 
2% This. confolation:in the grave, 
That once I had the world my ſlave, 


PF 7 n 3 * 


ad. pry : F (128 FS)? =» _—_— 
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SONG 110. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment? 
„ Ha poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my content? 
ince I drink it with pleaſure;why ſhould I complain? 
Or repent ey'ry morn, when | know *tis in vain : 
Vet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the ꝗüaft, 
That at once it both drow:s and enlivens the hart, 
I take it of briſkly, and when it is down, © 
By jolly complexion I make my joy known, 


| But 


75 


And this is law I Will maintain, 


r 
10 I eviqroang blo 
But oh! how I'm bleſt Beben eg een PII, 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that vfdoveg900 5v4l:") 
When in quenching the eld, I create a nA,, 


And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as Rill Wants & bame. 


. * 1 
. * , 4 83 br 5 N * " T 
IF 4 m 4 * 1 2 7 
A — * Te erf ef 
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$14 s. 7% , 23 4444, 
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6 40) J bn F 
FRIES) 
Ams! 
A notte 


* 


N good king CyarLes's golden days, 
Wren loyalty had no harm in't, . y 
A zealous tjgh-church-man I was, 


„ 45. . « * 
” * +2 i "4 


And ſo I got preferm ent. * 
To teach my flock I never mi,, 

Kings ale by God appointeds » ; ___ +... 
And thoſe ate damn'd that do reſit t. 

And touch the Lord's anointed, © NG, 


C 
That whatſoever king ſallrei gn, 
I will be vicar of Bray, fir. 
uf OG VE (273 LIST 5 
When royal James obtain'd the throne, | j 1 5 
And pop'ry came in faſhion, 1 
The penal laws I hooted down, We 
And read the declaration PIER 
The church of Rome | found would fit 4 boA 
Full well my conſtitution : $1909 « 
And had become a Jeſuit,  _. 
But for the revolution. An 
And this is law, &c. 


When WILLIAM was our king declar d, 
To eaſe the nation's grievance ; A. 

With this new wind about I ſteer'd, 
And ſwore to him allegiance ;, 


fk, © 
*. * 4 


115213 J 
Old principles I did revoke, 


Led conſeience ata diftance;) | 11 | 0 1H 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, E q 231 18 
Andi piih for non- reſiſlance. = T1 EE LES at nal 
n And this is law, &c. T nf 5s 53Þ 


2Cious Ax NE aſcends the throne, . 

The church of England's glory; 
Another face of things was ſeen, 

And I became a Tory: 
Occaſional conformitts baſe, | 1 
I damn'd their moderation 8 1 
And thought the church in danger was, „„ 
By ſuch prevarication, . 7 

And this is law, & c. 


When Goc in pudding-time-came oer, 
And moderate men look'd big, ſir. 
I turn'd a cat - in · pan once more, 
And then became a Whig, fir; 
And fo preferment I procur d 
By our new faith's defender; 
And always every day abjur d | 
The'pope and the, pretender, | * 
And this is law, &c. 


Th' illaftrious houſe of Hanover, 
And proteſtant ſucceſſion, 
To thel: do allegiance ſwear, 
While they can cx poſſeſſion: 
For by my faith and loyalty, 
I never more will faulter, * 
And GOR my lawful king ſhall be 
Until the time ſhall alter; 
And this is law, I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, fir, 
That 3 ſhall reign, 
il be vicar of Bray, fir. 
; SONG 


L 714 J 
SONG 1 {O53 


1 N ſpite of love, at length I Gad om v 1.10 
A miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, ebeob do 


Her humour free and unconfin'd, vn 23 node 
Both night and daydhe'll eaſe me: Lo 77 

No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 

Tho? ſhe's enjoy*d by all mankind; i; 1: {114 2109. 

Then drink, and never ſpare it. & bats 

*Tis a bot tle of good claret. 14 az; 5100 


1m 203 al 


If you thro' all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, a 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover ; 

Such liquor ſhe i diſtil from thene. 

As will tranſport your raviſfi'd ſenſe ; 

Then kiſs, and never ſpare it. | 

"Tis a bottle of good . 


—— - 


But belt of all! ſhe has no — 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys mae 
She's truly better old than-young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, ; ff; 
And has a moſt deliptous ſmack; 7 
Then kits, and never ſpare at, 
Tis a bottle of good, ant. 


If you her excellence bald alle, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, ſir, 
Clap your hands about her wait, 
And raiſe her up behind, fir; 
As for her bottom never doubt, | 
Path but hoine, and you'll nd, t out; 
Then drink, and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good elaret. 


L vas 1 
SONG. 113. Lees be Joviar, 

O L LY: mortals, fll ybor glaſſes, | 
Noble deeds aredone by wine ; 


dcorn the nymph-andallihergraces, 
Who'd for love or beauty Piae ? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 


* 7 
1 4 
| wa, 
L 
* E 


And a thouſand charms you'll find, L 
More than Phillis has, tho*.going + - I to. 

In the moment to be W 
Alexander hated thinking, - was H 
Drank about at . N e ads 
He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, e u HRS . 
More than by r. wege een. aon 
r Nes 


* 7 
4 + + 


SONG 114. Tone Jour Monraus, dnt 


E T's be jovial, Kl our glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to'think - 
How the world is rul'd by afles, - 1 
And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink. BS 


Let not ſuch vain thonghyroppraing 
Riches are to them a ſnare: 

We are all as rich as Crwſus, 
Drink away, and drive. off cane. 


Wine will make us freſh as roſes, . 
And our ſorrows quite forget; Stis bug 
Come let's fuddle all our noſes, 3:01 0 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. t 


11621 


When grim death 1s loking for us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, - 
Bacchus joining in the chorus, 


Cries, death begone! here's none bat ſouls; 7 U 


15 59100 \ 
God-like Bacchus thus comwanting, 1 01591 od?! 


Trembling death away ſhall fly, F 
Ever after underſtanding, FEY 


Drinking ſouls can never di. f 
. * . 3 4 2405 11 
eie 
ee coll 
SONG 115. 


E T ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe, F : 3uT. 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, _ Ii 
oor ſcholars fludy all their da gs tt 
And gluttons glory in their diſh : | 
Tis wine, edits wine, revives ſad ſouls ; pry 
l 


Therefore 1 us the chearing ee 


92 * 
9 


Le minions mar! every har, __ 
And in a lovet's lock delight, f Þ 

And artificial colours wear; * 
Pure wine is native red and hs. 


. "Fs wine, Ae. „ 4 2447 Hom A ow; 


The backward ſpirit it makes bare, 30 Hot 26. 
That lively which before was dull; | '*/- 214 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, ebe 3H 
And kindneſs lows from * drin. fell. abr 
"Ts wine, & c. 


Some men want youth, REP others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk ; 

Some men want wit, and others wealth; 
But they want nothing that are drunk. 


"I's wine, &c. 
SONG 


117 J 8 
P 5 nh rie 190 7. 


8 101 Off 
STTT, -F 2 . 21 7 I 
8 0 N G 116. A - o 155 N 


O VE # gentle, gen'rous is 
Source of all ſublime delights; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 4 
Two fond hearts In one unites. | | 


What are titles, pomp, -or riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 


That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, METEOR. 
But a chaſte and conftant love 1a 1 
Is a glorious emulation * * 0s 


Of the bliſsful tate above. 


Nel * 8 
” > & «4 - 
12 9 . 1 
0 4 


8 O N. Gang. 1 
A favourite Two-Part Sox d. Set by Mr. Travers. 
The Words by. Marr. Pk10R. 


HE N Bibo thought fit from the world to 
retreat, 

As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and — haron he ſaid, | 
He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
« Trim the boat, and fit quiet! * ſtern Charon 
— l s 
% You may 95 forgot you were FER when 29%; 
. 


. 1 
id i to exsb 21 


* moi 28% T. 
80 N G 118. Set by f. gage 10 
OM E, Roſalind, oh, come and dre oοπο⁹ ut 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee, | 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee 00 15.1 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, u 
The fields their gayelt beauties wear, (A 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear. »noNzq 159 
1145 28 9d 


The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, e ebid »H 
Now war ble out their ſongs of lor, 92% 
Now warble out their ſongs of love; 19 
For thee they ſing, and roſes bloom, | 
And Colin thee invites to come, i 510m oH 
And Colin thee invites to come. 
Come, Roſalind, and Colin jon; 
My tender flocks and all are thine, 1); -/ 
My tender flocks and all are thine; - + 7-1 
If love and Roſalind be nean 49 
*Tis May and pleaſure all the year, 


is May and pleaſure all the year. 


Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain: 
Canſt thou my love or gifts diſdain? 
Canſt thou my love or gifts diſdain? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſta y, 

For Colin calls, then haſte away, 100 H 


For Colin calls, then haſte; away, 5 Who: | 

: 2 e IH un HT 

1 4 ee ; ISI C37 3 1 
SONG 119. Sung * Mr. GiLsox, at Vun 

| all. W PHF YT D2NE 


E belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
I'll tell you ſomething new; 
Perhaps you'll ſmile, and think me wrong; 
Tho ſtrange, you'll find it true. 
I 


In 


L. 29 ] 
In days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 
Twas 2 on bore the prize ; 
But modern times have chang'd the lay, 
Tis folly to be wiſe. | A 


Let no grave Cynie'take offerice, 
And think me too unkind ; 

All boaſt of wiſdom's but pretence, p71 
Our paſſions make us blinc. 2.20 91h 4 

Obſerve, at church, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temp'rance prize; %% d 


Yet o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 5824 3h 17 
'Tis folly to be wiſe. ee e 
No more thoſe muſty rules purſue, alu Ir A 


Once taught in heathen ſchools ; 
Believe me (for I tell you true) 
The ancients were but fools. 
As thro” life's ſtream we glide along, 13 "80 
We different paſſons'prize ;* 93 ve 
But be the burden of my ſong, | ef 
'Tis folly to be wiſe. 


— ks ao * — 
| SONG 120. 


Appy's the love which meets return, 

When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting to diſcover | 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover, 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, "1 
If lookiag o'er the rolls of fate, 1 £4; 
Did you there fee! me mark'd to marrow — _ 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow ? | 


Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her: love the gods above muſt ſhare ; 


| [ 120 ] 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid,.! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleis me with a ſmile: . 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar-a 


Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


But huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, _ 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fai; 
Then Vil go tell her all my anguiſh, 

She is too good to let me languiſh : 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'Il not envy 

The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. _ 


* 2 — 


＋ — 


— 


SONG 121. FatExpDsRHIf and WINE. 
Sung by Mr, Girsox, at Vauxhall. 


1 T the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 
My pleafures their pleaſures ſurpaſs ; 
Go the world well or ill, 
*Tis the ſame with me ſtill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs, 


The lover may figh, 
The courtier may he, 
And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs ; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain 
So [I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


New life wine inſpires, | 
And creates new deſires, 
n And 


' * 


* 


AW... 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, | 15 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs; | 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


The earth ſacks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs ; 
Then enliven the clay, | e 
Let us live while we may, 5 
And III fland by my friend and my gl. Er 


Tis friendſhip and wine, 

Only life can refine : = 
We care not whate' er comes to vals 3s by 

With courtiers, or great men, | 
There's none of us ſtateſmen : 

Come here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


— — 


** 


— 


- 


$ O N G 122. Love and Arrreriox, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
| Set by Mr, YaTes, 


W HEN youth mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 


From vein to veia love's lightning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart; _ 

My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; : 

The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd love and ſweet affection. 


Neg” to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do ? 
And to ſubmit to ſad diſpair, 


Was not the way to woo. 


U 127 1. 

At length I tgld the vg mid, ft mo boom 15H 
I hop'd ſhe 4 NO, objeHion 1725 d £4'nsmow 900 
To zalk, (while rannd her lamb ins pf) High ot 0e 
f loye and. ſweet a WESHODL om bn: ada ad 10d 


A bluſh my Chloe's. cheek bedeck d. Sine! 1 
A bluſhdevoid of gnile. J 104 
And what from me, can you expect? 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile. n 
«« How many nymphs have been betray d. 
= Through want of calm reflexion! - © 
« Then don't my peace of mind invade ___ oj 
« With love and ſweet affectio tn 
Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me net, 
In wedlock's bands let's join Pomeroy | 
My kids, my kine, my herds, my egttn g ven at 
My ſoul itſelf 1s thine, ies ee wen et 
To church I led the charming fair. F pop q 
To Hymen's kind protection; FTI 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 
With love and ſweet affection. - 


— — 


— a 
"—_ dh _— 2 _ 
— — — — —- == e 2 
, ” 1 P a E * 4 0 a TH Cu = F * 
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58 ON G 123. Sung by Mr. Cock Ez, 
1 819 
0 at Sadler : Wells. ant 2 bak. 
| N log 

Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, .. AT 
| As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as Wind i, ; .. 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the cet, 
And my miſtreſs is fond of each fellow. the Beets 21; % 

Yet, in ſpite of her arts, Il not make the leaſt ftrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro liſe. 


B13; 30 ni, 903 0. is 247 10 Ses as: 
Go miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleale, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaze ! 

* 3 Her 


K by 4A 4 


a 
Her freedom ſhall never effbitter my be Derne 
| One woman's the me as another bo th | fl got I 
So, in ſpite bf Her airs,” Pl not make the reift i 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro” Life. 


I laugh at the wretehes who'ſtupidly pine 
For falſe- hearted gipſeys they title divine 
| At worſt of my love-fits no phyſic I aſk, 
But that which is found in the bowl or the flak: 
For go 4 how they will, I'll not make the leaſt 
rite, _ Kr | ; he HEL 
But be cherry, and merry, ang happy thro? life, . 


r &#* A 
Sala. 19 42 
. 
— 


The girl that behaves with good humour and ſenſe, 


Shall ſtill to my heart have the warmeſt pretence ; © 


| And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and betrays, 

| In honeſter bumpers III waſh them away, *' © 

; Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, * _.. 

1 But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 
SONG 124. A HunTixc Sonc. | 

Sung by Mr. Bzarp, in Arorro and Daynng; 
Y HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 
"___ Ne. | 

5 And the meadows all ſpangled with dew.- drops be- 
bold; | + il 

T The lark*s early matin froclaing the new day, 

« And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay! 


7 With the ſports of the fleld there's no pleaſure can vie, " 
Wie jocane wefollow the hounds in full er. 


- 
N - 
91 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the flave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
e enen 


, : 
- p l 5 Sos 7 53 1% —_ 


4 J 
No care nor ambition our, Nc anngz, 1 nod W 


But innocence ſtil] give us 2 zeſt to dur TA | 
With the ſports of the field, Kerb i — M 


109 23 HAHN 


Mankind are all-hunters in various degree ; 5117 1 
The prieſt hunts a living, che lawyer a fee; nne 
The _—_ atient, N 1e courtier a place, ; 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, aa 1 : n 
The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame; : 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a nan: 
And the artful coquette, tho“ ſhe ſeems to reſuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
With the ſports of the field, cæcc. 
Bet the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, A 
All the bleſſings we aſk, is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns, thro“ the woddlands 
de Foun, n 101 Non bak 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 


vie, 


While jocund we follow, follow, follow; blow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 

E De iT4H Þ 


* —_ 
_ — * — 6s. RR 9.4 W 7 
- - "* g "> * 
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"5 4 VID * . bf; 5 ok 

S O N G 125. Sung by Mr. Vexss 
in the Capriciouvs Lovers... 
H O' my features, I'm told. 

Are grown wrinkled and old, 

Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 

Not a wrinkle is there, 

Which is furrow'd with care, 

Ang my heart is as light as the beſt, * 

. 3 When 


— 


L lock e 869210 nonioah 100 9189 0 

The! v nde aff bo my ah,” digi 59n920an] 20 
My felf in my children Roy au 10 23709} ad A- 
While the comforts I find FIN 1 
In the kingdom, my nd! / 427 „ 515 Pardons) 
Pronounce that my kingdom pa 


In IR I was young, ns e 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, ps 

The laſſes came flocking a- pace; LY 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, _ 
I can do ſo no more 


Why then let my boy take my place. * je. 
Of our — r 
For we ſtill love the ſmack; 

And chuckle o'er what we have _} 
Why mould we repine ? Faun 

vob be had yout's, Ie had enn 


And now let our children begin. | 
uon 15 10911) 657 A 


8D N 126. Sung by Mr. BRAD in 
nollot wo! Love in a VILLAGE, 


- ! 1 ; bis 
n Z R E was a jolly: miller once. 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 9 
He work'd, he ſung, from morn to N 7 
No lark more blithe than he: 7 9 3 A 
And this the burden of his ag n men 
For ever us'd to be, 1 
I care for nobody, no not I, 3 4 25 
H no body cares for me. PE 
W NI 


5 G 3  $0NG 


464 


a ane Sung ne Maprages, 


aynah in, Lo VE in 4 LEAG Ea on T 


UPID,. eta ties. 4 41 
8 Take the Helples lover's part: 1 


Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſſon 
"To reward a faithful heart. N - :* 
Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 694 18d T 
Who the body would enthral Gnade on SW 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, bl o A 108 


'T hoſe who would enſlave the mind. lie 
58 god of, &c. 


. 


What is grandeur | ? foe to reſt ; . 2 
Childim mummery at ber. 


1 


* 1 © 4 oc - 


Happy I in humble ſtate! 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt' ring bat. 
> Cupid, god of, &C, bot - „ | 0 * 10 2ugs1% 


2070q 


os 4. ob 


SONG us. Sung by ki“ Bra be in 


Love in a VILUAGE, 345 [1242 
H 


ONS! neighbour, "neer 1 vg for a trifle like 


this; ; 
What barm with ae n 06 kif ? 


= nd — and graveſt (a truce awe they g Ems 


d do the ſame thing, were 
place. 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind ben knee : 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe : 
We all love a pretty girl under the roſe. 


SONG 


FAVE 


8 91 7 T 


Ton! 14 | 


C3 


15270] 


SONS 1% süng by Mer MIrFO x8 in 
THOMa3 and 84 05 Set by Dr. ARNE. 


IF E's à garden, rich in'treaſare,  / 2 . 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth 5 \ 
There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure; __ L3G 
But 'tis love muſt give them birth. | 


That warm ſun its aid denying, 
We no happineſs can taſte ; 1 
But in cold obſtruction lying, 5 
Life is all one barren walk. . 


- 6 


—*— 
1 
8 „ 


SONG 130. Sung by Mr. Dons rx 
in Love in a VILLAGE, 1 


A? of thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch a 
ther, 
1 have let'n a man have his wills 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carri 7 5 
What thof he ſpeak em ne'er fo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on, | 
e ien Jeu cannot perſuade 'em, . 5 
Till promiſe you've made em; 2 
And after they' ve got it, a 
„ They'll tell you gad rot it! 
10 Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone y/ 
And then, to be ſure, ſir, 
There is but one cure, ſir, 


: „ Aud all their diſcourſe is of marriage. | 


* 
Sloggo 89 d. 1 
* — ; [ 5 A A f 2 5 

910 f 19 neee is 2 


* 


t 251 |. 
SON 1. Sun 8 E | 
"arm? 95 ArTak 12. Id 9 
NA 2A a7 
N infancy our hopes and fears * 


Were to each other know; ' © © 
And friendſhip in bur riper years, 2: w_ 
Had win d our hearts 1 in one; PT 
O! clear [OE * from this offence ; 3 

Thy love, thy duty prove; f 
Reſtore him with that innocencde 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love.” 


bY 


SONG 132. Per! by Mrs. Rigo 
in ARTAXERXES. 1 ve 
F ofer the cruel tyrant love, 1 
A conqueſt I believ d. 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to Proves, * 
0! let me be deceiv'd. 
Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt creates, _ 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my. wav'ring mind. 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
"Which, ah! 1 ſeel too much inclin'd. 


To take a traitor's part. 


SONG 


fress 
[ 129 11 


118 681 ＋ 1 MH 07 
SONG 133. Sung by Mes. PraTo | 


in ARTAXERXES. 


ae r,nndtiyo voastne- MAY 
E T not rage, thy boſom firing 
L Pity's ſofter claim remove 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt ;- 

Nor, with rancour, never ending, 7 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th? oppreſt. 


"Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 
Spare a heart that's Juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


| * * 
Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 9 
Ne ler my wretched ſtate can mend; 1 ** 
I, alas, at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, | 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 4 LT 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


» —_— 1 * — 1 


2 


SONG 134. Mar, the MoTazs of Love, 
Written by Mr. Cunmincuam, Set by Mr. Loxc3 


"HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs, 


G 5 


On 


115 | 
0" $e*] 


On 149 bright Venus ay reign,” 7 © © 
. *Ader'd forkerbeawy abod (id A 
We ſhepherds, that dwelt on the plain, 
Hail May, as the mother of love. * N 
zac SHEAR ! iar 2: 390 | 
From the weſt,” as it wantonly blows,” © 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the rofe, © ©? 1 
And willows and woodbines entwine: 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, * 
That border the vernal aleo reo: 
Bend downward; and kiſs the foft tide, 
For May is the mother of loyxe. 


May tinges the butterfly's wWiyg : 
mn rg, +l bridal array ; 5 "i 

If the larks and the lingets now. —— 
Their mufic is Nr Bae e d c 1 

The ſtock- dove, recluſe with hex mate. 1 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the. grgver 

And murmuring, ſeems to ſepęat, 1 
That May is the mother of Ie. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, -- +51 12/4 47 
Ye virgins, be ſporuive and gays 44 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in, tune, 
For mufic muſt. welcome the May: 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh :zemore. 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 
That May is the mother of loves, '+ | + 
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S O N G. Dan, and Hef 
A Dialogue. Sung in the Sblesz ea. 
„nialg 977 ac lia f: 7 Hach 5 
He. AS T, my lone, thine eyes/aromd, 
See the ſportive lambkins play; . 

Nature gaily decks the ground. 

All in honour of the May: * 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love, 


Li png to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh ! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue oughe to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the prove, 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, | 
Nor the meads where lover's rove, 
Tempted - the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 5 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 


Sbe. Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd. . 
Not the feather'd ſongiters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, - 
Can delight Florella's eat, mT 
If her Damon is not near. 


Beth, Let vs love, and let us live 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay: 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love, 
G 6 SONG 
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789 b 
Ne E the gods of %s Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 

0 Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 

(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing : ): 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 

So nnne could his jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 


And at laſt thus began. upon Jove. | 


wy am hy 


« Sire! Atlas, who long nas the CY bore,” 2 
«© Grows grievouſly tired of late 1 
% He ſays that᷑ mankind are much worſe th 4071 befor | 
« So he begs to beeas'd of their wei 7 3 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas ard, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 
Gave his daughter Attraction the we of the world, 


ey 


And ſhe hung it up in his hall, * 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, r review hs globe 
round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth ; ._- 
Like a di'mond the whole with an atmoſphere 3 
And ſhe varioufly planted the earth: | 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow d; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 


And Feeepom ſhe found flourilh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues me left in his iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of LipzzTy gan then to ſmile; 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
. 


3 
_ 


1 133 7 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bqunty, ſo rare, 
7 Dipeofirvs it as free as! Twas gi bu el 379 
We lud hiſe ve bieath; Tia : well $falp"36 in 


death, | 
E fainted. to heaven. TH 9 


391 le d ond ms - 
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SONG 137. Set by Dr. Barren. 0 
ID me, when forty winters more 21H 
"Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 

When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, - BA E 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow; >; 2 2 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtronggz 
Now rolls impetuous on and free, A* 


Languid and ſlow ſcarge creeps along ;., + 1. 
Then bid me court ſobriety... 99 


Nat e, ho form'd the varied ſcene 23 
rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean, 


et. ah, ſhop reaſonmourh deſre. 1 
n 


at rebel, man, preſume 


(Iaverting nature's law) to ſeize _ Ne, 
The Walzen in youth's high bloom, 24 
And join impoſſibilities? i bak 

EE OBS £5547 305A! A 4 d 41 
No! — let me waſte the frolic May 
In wanton joys and wild excess 1 147 [6 #f 


In revel ſport, and laughter gay, 
And mirth, and roſy chearfulneſs. | 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights, _ 
And wine the aid of love, be near: 
All charms me that to joy incites, e aff 
And ev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair. 


—— 


14 J 
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"CEE the conquering hero comes. 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums ; 


Sports prepare, h —— 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


See the godlike youth advance, . 

Breath the flutes, and lead the dance's 

Myrtle wreaths and roſes wine V 7 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


4 4 
Die 
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SONG 139. A favourite Song, ſung. by Mrs 
ScoT in The Conscious Lovexs.,,/ Setiby Mr. 
BAL Don. : 7 . | 

nim act za 
F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it ee 

1 If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content! 

Since J ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhoold en, 

Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in xain 2 

Vet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 

That at once it both wounds me and tickles my beart. 

LL ir? 914} a 

I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing * 

And by paſſionate filence I make my love known: 

But, oh ! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 

By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her loyre 

When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 

And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing 1s beauty ! how ſweet are her charms ! 
How delightful her embraces ! how peaceful her arms! 
| Sure 


[ (+4335) ] 


eee 
And "to beauty” 's bright | 11 Mee e muſt Yield; 
For *tis * eee "ng keeps the fair 
, 19% 711 bane A 
—_ ry —— Tn 
SONG 140. HEBEL. A PasTORAL, | 
Set by Dr. Aaxx. 


HEN forc'd from * Hebe to 
What anguiſh I felt at my rr 
And I thought (but it might not be ſo) 
___ She was = to ſee me depart : 
She * ſuch a languiſhing view, 
path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 


"1 140 een ſne bad me adieu, 2.3 
I thought ſhe had bad me return. 7 
Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove I had labour'd to rear; 1 
For whatever I heard her admire, 22 1 
A Utd and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 2:19 10 
1257 much T her accents adore, n 
Lt het ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, es 
I'm ſure & ful to love her the more. Wo 
TOE 77 arg 1 
, And'iow, ere I haſte to the plain, | bn 


Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lass: 
ji; could lay down my life for the ſwam, | 
That would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While he ſings, may the maids in the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 

Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 


Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile. 
To 


6 36 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, ** 
Some hermit pee 3 lb, his cel 9 
How he thinks 'of hs with a gl, pony 
How fondly-he wither her well!“ 99. 1 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, ; 
Such ſoftneſs will ruin i the lage. FS NAW" þ 


I've ole from no flow? rets that grow, ge 251 | 
To paint the dear charms 1 approve j” Shen a 

For what can a bloſſom beſtow, +. 99.124 Hl 
So ſweet, ſo engaging : as love? n ROSS p 

J fing in a ruſtical way, nod 158183 boo 


A ſhepherd, am one of the oy Hig fron d 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay, ai tox. 20 
SS, ſhepherds, and envy: EXE g got Sad eil 


Biol 543 es bak 
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Sung by Mrs. Pinto in 1 in a Vardi We | 
I'S not wealth, it is not birth, * «i =_— 1; 

Can value to the ſoul convey : tak 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior | worth, + ies arti 
W hich chance nor gives, nor takes any. aue 


1 
* 


| Like the ſun true merit ſhows, . 
4 By nature warm, by nature bright; 
| With inbred flames he nobly glows, . . 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd . 3 


* 
2145 75 e 7. 
„ 1 
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The Roagr. Bar ok Old, GLAND» . 
A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
ingenious Mr. Hoc Ax Tu. 1 


REC ITATT VE. * 

7 WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 

Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Grandſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took ; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin,. 
On whom in vain he often wiſh'd to dine, 
Good — rage ney chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and e.; 
Who, wh firſt beheld the areal ond? 7 
His benediction an it he beſtow dd; 
And as the ſolid fat his finger's preſs'd, Pan 
He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addrefs'd. - 


es 
A lovely laſs to a friar came, &c. ) 
* O rare roaſt beef! 1 by all er n 
If Iwas doom'd to have thee, e 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind,,  - 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, __ | 
Not all thy country's force combin'd, HE” 
Should from my fury ſave thee. * 
Renown'd fir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; | 
On thee ev'n. kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate ; 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and ſallad l. 


* 


REcrr 
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' 3 > 2 ECIN TA 8s 1 
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Who ſuch a fight before had. never deen, 


ike Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtagd. 
ri es e en, 


In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd, 


gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh fooc 

His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart wor 
2, 


. 82 = _ 2 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his gri 7. 1 


Ee ISI SAL DI) asd 14 
| * 111197 vol 189b eil 
wide of CON Minu. 4 
Ah, faere Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, % 
Dat looks ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roaſt beet from Londre; 
grant to me van letel bite. 
But to my guts if you e e e 
And cruel fate dis boon de nie 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading,  ;; 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 
—_ 29.36). | 195d 9d3 0 
1 „ Rrcir YB. 
His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn'ꝰ fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread., - 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he delcty'd, 


* 
WL 


1 £% 
3 
10 > 


\ 4 


Arx. | 

Ft Ellen a Reon.) © 

Sweet beef, that now cauſes my Romach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 

My joy that fo febe is, e 954 ar ale 
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aan view 1 JOG ALY 1558 F519 Wh v3 
To view thee of eves. , 
F BY pajituls rans Gat of Dy Es. le 


a OY 
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ry 


N (439 J 
While here I ag m 97 t worth a farthing, 
While here I remain 's not, warth a i 
e125 2 270 bete Lauf!? Pp Ki 
VV 
The gallows, more kind, would hay e fay An from 
Lo 44+ logs er | 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, Ker 
bo fed bis aten hls raddy pate” * 


With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd Himſelf, and thus bewall's his caſe. 


. X a Ars. 3 2 * | 
d Broom of Cowdenknows.) ' 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot. 


Who Was io blithe © aA 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, o_ 

When hunger is ſo great!! 

WW ; IF 2 12 N ' : 


O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roafted nice and brownz ; 
I with I had a lice of thee, 94 ö * 


Ho feet it would gang down. 
Ab, harley! Badg thay not been feet,” 
© This rit'er had happ'd to mez 


- 


| eter itn T 
I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey n, 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee. 
O the beef, &c. 
At At dna; ; \ 
enn 42 
But, fee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty Pcially unite ; 


Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not 3 


I 4% J 
Fho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable Nu! me leave to ſing. 


(21090 Aist Ebi e 

As once on a time a young frog; "pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his fize he could pickly attain, 

O the roaſt beef of Old England, _. -. 5 

And O the Old Engliſh | wal beef. 1118 | 
Then coperly Breicking Wi Wedk little 010 be 2 
Manas wie flood 575 like a knowing old. dae 3 


Cry'd, ©«« Son, to attempt it vou, re n to blame,?? 
O che roaſt beef, &c. F. . - 5 ri-D air10 bay 


But deaf to advice he for glo wig thick; Hin it 
An effort he ventur*d more 2 than W 15 nul 


»Iill ſwelling and ſtraining too h ad bur 
O the aſk beef, &e r. an een ſr 


Then Britons, be nme the maar cheat; ti ot 108 

The ox is Old England; the frog is ee $1 

Whoſe puffs: and ravadoes we need never f dt 1 ä 
© the roaſt beef, Kc. ow 4 


K 


AS: 


0 


To ſee the ſir- loĩn 2 hot on our Mn, © I 


The French may een burſt like the gr! in the able. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, | 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. | . 


dy 
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The Words made to a favourite 3 Alk, in 
| ais ermemof THowevand SE N 
Sung by Bars. P3xTo at RixgLach, | 0 

Dr. Aaxk. Ap 
O eaſe his heart, and own his dame, 


Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came; 
But, tho? ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 


She : careleſs © turn'd her ſpinning wheel. | 4: ab 


2 
fler wille wie Band he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall: D& 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel; ab 
But till th ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, „ag 
Me! aböut her flender waiſt | n 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac dl © 
To kiſs her ha he down did kneel! 
But yet! fs kürte her ſpinning wheel, , +0 21tF 
With EY Fölck ſhe bid him riſe; 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 19 
Her ae ere ſhe could. ſcarce con cel! 1 1% 
Yet ſtifl ls turn'd ber ſpinning wheel. (153 oF 
ö 24A F 
rifildO. tir; grown, ſo cloſe he preſsd, © 


His wanton thought ſhe quickly guels'd : 
Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 
And an ngry turn'd her [puning wheel, 


At latt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He ſware he meant her for his bride; 
'Twas.then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her ſpinning wheel. 


SONG 


142 1 
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AVeemples with clufters of grapes PI thGyi i, 
And aer all joy for a ee of wing; 2 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, n — 


But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair?! 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ;* © / a 
For what mighty charms can be found in 1 74 3 bon 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite afs'? I *. iy 
4 { 0 Osna 201 
»Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart 3 
The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway )) 10 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. W 
" SDITTI 


D777! 


At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her head, al 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſheg42i50 22 
While age, in an extacy, hobbling along 2" 10 
Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong-. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 

The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
III fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fai; 
*Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


— — &Ta 
SONG 145. | 77 
Sung in the DoupLe DISsAPPOINTMEN Tr. 


* 


yo am going, and all the day long, - 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
J find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrongg ö 
That your name, when I'm ſilent, runs fill in my ſong. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora 


Balinamone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 
| | Since 


[ | 143. ] j 


ic Wl Since the gone e:Llaw you I take no rep oY 

11 1 fleep all ay to forget half my woes * 1 

Lo har is the ſtame in my boſom which glowas., p, 
ee L fear it will burn thro'. my clothes. 

Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora . 

Your pretty black hair for me. 708 


la my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
'] WW Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, - 
N And grant the peiition your lover does crave, 
wo never was free till you made him your flave, 
Sing Balinamane ora, Balinamone ora, { 


Your pretty black eyes for mm. 8 


1 


On that happy day, when I make you y - bride, 

With a beine long ſword, how I'll ſtrut and III 

ſtride ! 

In a coach and fix horſes with boney I'll ride, A 

As before ou L walk to the church by your ſide. 

Sing Balinamone. ora, Balinamone ora. 
Vouß ditele White fit for me. 


N an. 
«O15 5 
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$ O N65 146. Cymon and Ir HIOEN IXI. A 


Cantata, Sung by Mr. Bzazp. Set by Dr. Aux E. 
918b off" 2965,” 7 | P4221 

CET. —-\. * | TS: 
E AR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 


hade . 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryital ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form d for ſoft repoſe: 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 
And lulfd in de, Bir Iphigenia lay. 
Cywon a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By Chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 

le 


1 4 1 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiftled as he went, for want of tought 


* il 5 


But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid; 
He gap' dhe ſtar d —her lovely form farvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly fung, 
Beauty and nature n inform'd his tongues”? BH, 


bs 11h 
| An. \ 

The ſtream chat ghdes in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 

Completes the rural ſcene, 

. Completes the rural ſcene 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, - 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 

Too lovely Iphigene, 

Too lovely Iphigene. 


2 


_ Recirarive. | l 
She ab and ftarts—poor Cymon webt ng x fa 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: Ig 
Bright excellence, faid he, diſpel all fear; * 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger sHear- 
Half. rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon! if *tis you, I need not riſq̃q̃ 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong : 


Thy love inſpiring mien; ü W. 11444 364 WY Bu 

| Thy 0 Welling boſom, ſkin of ſow, i 

| | And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, | 

die for Iphigene, 1391 off, aid 

| | 355 dig. for Iphißeae. 
„ ReciTa 


| * | pay Arx. TE; ll \ 
| TIES Te : 

| Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, — 
| In wanton ringlets, down thy neck! E. 
| Thy love-inſpiring mie, 5 1:4. At 
| 


And winged with fear, * redoubles his ſpeed: 


1 145 J 
f 4 A+ if v 3 «>. F$ 
ee r 4 
a1 he liſtens, nor can trace from Nn 
The ee is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe: 
She finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait. 
Andt win 5 he might improve his auk ard gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead ; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


Als. 2 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, | 
Kindling gentle, chaſte defire ; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate, and elevate the human foul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date: 
1 78 eſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above, 
What angels d do above. 
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SONG 147. Dur. 
Sung by Mr. Bear and Miſs Youxe. 


We Pharbas the tops of the hills does adorn, 


How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with, the ſound, 
Etecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ound, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 


But, 


1 1745 ] 
But, oh! *tis in vain, tis in vain that he flies, 
That his eyes loſe the kuntſmam bis drs delete 


" cries: © 190091 ntol-gvol SAN 


For now his firength Fails him, he heavily fleziodT 
And he pants till with well: ſcented od rote 
he dies. 0d 1dguo/{ 
| 500% T0 gusb o 
—_ 1 * Desi LF 2 404. 
8 8 1 bark fl his ug Bu 
SONG 148. 
Sung at VAUXHALL,” Set bl Dr. Asi. 
URE Sally 3 is the loveliefl Ia: 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee; : 
Not May-day, in it's morning-drefs, 
Is half ſo fair 7a the : 1219 91 ts 1 
Let poets paint the Paphian ueen e 
And fancy d forms — ae wor ol 107 
Ve bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, | 
You'd think on | thoſe no more. = 
No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey fip, 
Did ye but know the 3 that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught hp: - z 
Bus, ah ! take heed, ye tuneful ſwaine 0 
The ripe temptation ſhun; dt ino Ai 
Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, .. - af 45 et | 
Like me you'll be undone. oh wane br} | 
vis Sul 412d f 28. ; ] 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And lark-like hail'd the morn; vey ve. 


More ſportive than the kid I kept, | 4} pang 
I wanton'd o'er the lan: 85 t 
To ev'ry maid love-tails 1 told, n 
And did my truth aver; | io 
Yet ere the parting kiſs was co!e 
I laugh'd at love and her. 5 N 
ut 


* 


— — — ray 


E 


it 


i 405714711 
«evi 5d 128 nig ni ei: nic ni ei o au 
But how the gloomyrgrove Lſtek e v9 aid 184T 

Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray ; - 9% © 
Theres Yie-winds my grief 1 ſpeaks TIP PEO 
bad g my foul away: n 21084 1 
Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 575 

No dawn of hope I ſee; 

's.pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me, 


Since th or neglected lambs, 
5 Hake wp po 8 


nly care, 

How loſt heir der fleecy dame, . 
And ftray'd I knew not where: 2 
Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat; CG 

My lambkins foft, adieu! 
No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your Thepherd too. K 


Nn. i 42D * 0 


— 


— 


SON G 149. The Ux rox of Love and Ways, 
* "Sex by Mr. BaLDON. of 544 30000” 
© 44 p10 
I TH women and wine I defy ev'ry care). 
For-tife: without theſe is a bubble of 11 4 
Far life without theſe, c. 
Each helpingethe other, in pleaſure I coll: ad) 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul ;, 33 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall altefmy conduct for them; ey 
] care-not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Let 'em have their owh humour, and 1 will have mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes 1 improve, 


"Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
H 2 And 


* 4s 3 
* Wen 2 f e e, 
= cn Mars b 5 e 9985 Kb 
the xine. (fi 9. 4 1to ha 
Then come, my dear 7 ox hy thou nymph, alf. 
divine, 


Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me an ragen 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine di (approve, 
My bumper I'Il quit to be bleſt with thy love; 

For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſ: o 
My bottle I'Il break, and La my 79 7 | 
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SONG 150, Sung 1 in the CHarPLET: 


USH about the briſk bowl, will enliven ihe 
heart, , 
While thus we fit down on the gr raſs: 
The lover who talks of his ſuff rings and bout, T 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, au afs, 
Deſerves to be rec kon'd an aſs. 


— 1 


* -<-— vo . 


The wretch, who fits watching his in. -gotten N 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, | 

Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, * 
Deſerves to be feckon d an aſs, N 
Deſerves, &c. | „ 


The beau, who, fo ſmart, with his well ponders 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, * | 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue e ail dne fair, © 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an-aſs, ' © 4-7 = 1110 
Deſerves, &c. 


The 


4 349 ] 

The mee htm lin 1 gs win rn, 
Oe bed. the Weich to fürpafts 275M 09 a 

And oft while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 


Clans the horns of ox on the afs 
aKa ane bon, ern vn 


The lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forchead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs, 
Tliere yoo, &c, 

r Vol Tn! 47 7 

The formal e who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall fat be produc'd in this claſs; 

The fick man a while may confide in his fill, 

But death proves the doctor an aſs, 
bergen , 


zen let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
Aeta take dap böte bd laſs ; OF 
For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves;to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves ta be reckon'd an aſs. 


— 
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Haq avon Hi; | 
W. 151. Sung in Lærns. 


Uli 7c | , 
Ve whom fancies and troubles perplex,, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex3 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt ; 
NNreite wichout joy, and lie down without reſt; 
ey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink, deep:of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


1 N Old 


Co) 

Zia vansqmog sch To ofls 7. of: 11 mmuf 150 57M 
Old maide ſhal I forget w hat they wiſh fein Nανν, o 
And young ones the rover they cannot rægain Pu ot 
The rake mali forget how laſt night he wadt leon daf 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd: m 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care: 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 

The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful aẽwwaa, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to- day: 1 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all yqur cate; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your gute. 

| 3 241121038 SW bnA 
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Sung by Mr. Lows, Set by Mir; Anni - 
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Seek not at once in a female to find 3 
The form of a Venus with Pallds's'mind 5 /- © * 
Let the fair one I love have but prudence in view,, 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, 1 may ſtill think her true? 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing nd elean; 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 
By folly, ill- nature, nor vanity led, 75 
Nor indebted to paint, nor indebted to paint, * 
For white or for red, —for white or for red. 


Af 


248 D UL 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; ? 


» 


- Let her not be too bold, hor frown at a Jet, JET 
For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes'T deteſt * 


4 qQäü geen HAS TY 3 


4 1 1 May 


1 wag 2 pt 


OW 


May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 


Not a octsdiy wiſe, nor too Het witer 
Go find out che maid that i dl on 1 ba, 
And Fil dove her for ever, I'll love her fo ever, 5c 
I mean, Ten, if ew ba HF 


ö 116055 « 


— — — 
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2298 Sung by Mr. Bear at Ranelagb. 


H E breed came forth frae the ban, 2 ! 
And ſhe was diting her cheeks ; 14% 
How can I be married to-day, | » 
That Ha neither blankets, ne ſheets ??f̃ 
Tat ha“ neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The-breed-that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en right muckle to do. | 
- Woo'd and marry*d.and aw; 5 
Marry'd and wod'd and aw; -- | 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 


What is the matter! quoth Wolly, 5 = 1 
Though wie ſcant: o' claiths, Ab 
es reep the claiſer together, ga 441 

8 
* 
＋ 


eee r 7 2571.99, 


The-awmer is coming 08, 
And we's get pickles a woos _ TEFTY 
We's fee a laſs of our ain, K 
And ſhell ſpin blankets enow, 
Woo d and marry'd, &c. 


| Then,y p ſpake' the breed's mother, . 
el KR} jek aw this preed * N Ke. | ' G 
* ne a Plak in my pocket, ERS A * 


The day I was made a breede. 
H 4 


And e, 89 29102 
Mair than ane or twa. 
Woo'd. and mum, ae. en to 101 
Asa oT f 
Then up fpake the breeds fether r. 
As he came in frae the plough: | vio 2l00T” 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 3 Ar 
And yeſe get geer enough; z 
The lick that gaus in the tether, 5 $4203 0 
And our brad haſſen yd. wal 
To lade your corn in har veſt: ot +. Ty 
What wad ye ha', you jade # ? 913 0; AIR 
Wood and marry'd, n +5 145757 noot 566 


gems 10t Sled 


Then up ſpake the breed's brotbeerh:ͥ 94/ 
At he came home frae the kye ; -- > © 4 gd 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, #3 e 

Had he known you as weel as * v 92k blow o 
For you're baith progd, and/ſaveyy” 5 + © 12) 398 


— 
— 


Ne fit for a poor mon's wife : 9 
Gin I ne'er ha* a better than yu. oy 
Vie ne'er ha? ane in my life. 53 39 ets 281 L 

| Woo'd and marry'd, &. 4d, 4; 231 Lief 


12 
4 3 1 4 bid & 


Then up ſpake the breed's dae, Az 3979 46 oblodel 
As ſhe fat down by the fires 4 . 
O gin 1 married to- neet, 11:95 16}, & 9384 3 © 4. 

is aw that I'd deſtre: 10675 ae Ba 
But I, pure girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the belt I can; 
J did not care what came o' me, Sr o 4 
So I had but a gude man. Des OP 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw: © 
And was ſhe not very weel off 3; 
To be wood and N aud Wer a 9! 
g | 8 ON 
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ICK of the town, fair Delia fle“? ñ 
| i 3 To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu, the cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great: t 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cel, 

The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor: 


All theſe ſhe had-—twas mighty wel? 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more.. „AN 
a A 4 bor 

Back to the buſy world again 


She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find: 
| Eaſe for imaginary pain, | | 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind 


| Gay ſcenes of. grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns her fickle fancy fill; - 12. Hr 
The world ſeem'd all within her powr 5; © 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething fall, © 7 
A ot 


Cities and groves by turns were try'd 5, z | 1465 
*T was all, ye fair, an idle tale, Ty 
Delia at length became a bride, —- 
A bride to Damon of the vale: 
Rehold, at once the gloom was cleard ; 12d TD 
Damon was kind ;—and from that hour 
Each place a paradiſe appear d, ig 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 11 
ts (rp e | .L 3nd 
—— os Ih” 7p a>. 51 
, i n 1 bi 
SONG 155. Sung in the Maſk of Ara. : 
; a] 5 2 009 
E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring n 
Unleſs, ſince my ſhepherd is gone,, 
op ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing; 
H 5 Each 


Q 
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Each flower declinęs, its ſweet head, vr u9ib# 

Nor odours around;me:wyl — — 1270 3 

While ev? ry ſoft lamb on the mead roa 97 usb 
Seems kindly to pity mV debe * s A 18900 


1:10 97; bib 
Each rural 2 I en. en r 
In vain to reſtore my paſt caſe; W bol dal nodW 


What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to Lp * by, 

Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, -,, 1.1, 4.5 
Not long for your abſence we. mourn. ; o 219197 
But Strephon aul me and love, ; 
He roves, an = ens iſt bis 18 

e bas omi 2611 
As gay as the ſpring is my dear, 041 mi H 
And ſweet as all flowers combind?˖/ -; 14 
His ſmiles like the ſummer;can;chear, . 4, -.; 120 
Ah ! why then, like winter, unkind ? 


Or Ia 2 RAD I 8 


VUnkind he is not, I can prove, 1 


But tender to others can be; 


To Celia and Chloe makes loye, 5 
And only is ann oe 
eee 1 
re . l Tet ren ; 
e 6 261 6067 07 108 
30 * 8 © N 6 e 107 li bu! 
Lovs' 5 Elzer. Set by Mr. rr 
ae od 


AArewel, Lathe: faithleſs maid, - wad 5y5119d 

Saurce of my grief and painnn 

Who with fond hopes my heart bean, et 15 
And fan'd love's kindling. flame; 


Yet gave from me thy hand,” this morn. 901110 
0 Corydon's rich heir, ap: 0 * os 2 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn.* He: 


Adieu, 


T hee, falſe, yet deauteous fair, 


iets! 


Adieu, my native ſefl ; ye vales n 155108 59. 
High woods, and tüfted MI: b 10% 
Adieu, ye groves and flew'ty dalebd, (18 Slid'/ 
Clear ſtreams and eryſtal rills:: © \ Iod mee 
Adieu; ye bring into my mind | : 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy dayyyatd-ums ee doek 
When Iphis found lanthe kind, 7 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways 


Ere dawn my homely ſteps I'll bend, 
Where diſtant mountains riſe, © + 
In hopes that reaſon there may ſend. 
That aid ſhe here denies ; 
'That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaſt, 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt. 3 75 


1 4 / A 14 17 a . = : A # 4% = * 9 
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SONG 157. Sung by Mr. Brazd, 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, | 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my glaſs;. 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons-1'11 own ; 
And, if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


II ARE Tr 9 - 
Altho' I have left her, the truth 11! deelare: 
] believe ſhe was good; and Pm ſure ſhe was fairs 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I fee,, + 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. - 


My Chloe had-dimples and ſmiles, I'muſt own : 

But, tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


H 6. He 


Leers6) ] 


Her lilies and roſes erg Juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and rofes are ofiquer'd by time: _ 
Bur in wine, from is ave, ſbek abehefit ffs; 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 
: A gilzb 50. A r mo D. 
They tell me, my love would in time have beth cldh . d, 
And that beauty's infipid when once tis enjo yd? 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment def; 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am Il. 


Let murders, and battles, and — 1 — 2111 
The miſchiefs that wait apon rivals in de: . 
But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival edfitentds 
For the more we love liquor, he more ue WER ith ö. 


2b 9 


She too might have peiſon'd the joy of my life ; 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqea Hing and RI: 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies'can-bring'; : 
And a big-belly'd bettle's a mighty good | thing; 2 
+ hh | = 117 27:40 IsrT10at 781 V 
We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; / 
It brings on difeaſes, and haſtens old age: 
Bit wine from grim death can its votaties ſave;/ © 
And keep out t'other leg, when theres on 


grave. | 


HOSES cd doi dye mil! 

Per' ps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 212 1 

She has left me, to get an eflate, or a lord: 3 

But my bumper (regarding nor title nor pelf ?) 

Will fland dy we Chen I can't fand by myſf” E 

2 | 4. £51k 3 TENVW ThE 

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 51 FO 

She's rid of her lover, and I off my pains - 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 

Should you doubt what I ſay, — 4 a bumper and try. 


SONG 
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2074 112 2; 22301 bas 271i 4H 
ape 8.0 8 % bas Silit 19Y 
Sang at, Vauxhall. Set by Nr. r. 
44 Js. ei} 5x 386 & 
OUN 60 Colin proteſts Im his joy and deli 
I. ts — ad — when I'm m from. lis ches?! 
h me where-ever.L ges 
T Re —.— 151 in him for plaguing me ſo, A 
The 2 ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day ĩs to ſet by my ſide:: 

He Ye and he ſings, tho? 1 frown and I chide: | 

I. 12 0 im Lepore + bat he, ſmiling, ſays No; 

Bk euce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 
he - 


— 


&C, 
* 
He e me his flame to relieve 3: ad 36 
1 ak, »o What: favous he hopes to receive? 
Hisagfyer's. a ſigh, while in bluſhes 1 glows : 
What mortal beſide him would plague a 22 fo ? 


What . n F 3 * 
This b 7 es ſterday brought den de wakes 
4 ſoltly entreated 1d wear for his ſakee 
ch trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow ,; 
I ſyre deſerve more for his plaguing me 6.66, | | 
| I ſure, &. "a 501 28 * 4 
Men ne 


r. 
He hands me 8 eve from the. cot to the plain, Fr: 
And meets, me each morn to conduct me again 
But what's his intention I wiſh. I could know, 
For I'd rather be. marry d than plagu'd with him ſo, 
For I'd rather be ate 'd than plagu'd — eee 2 


: volt Io v1 4 62371 
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8 O. Ay. noltsq 34 
Set by Dr. Au. The Words by "Mt een 


s Chloe came into the room to'ther dayy or, 
I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you lay 1 
In your life time you never regarded your hour; 
You promis'd at two, but — look, child ! 'tis four; 
A lady's watch needs neither Fpures or wheels ; 

is enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals: 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear.— 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 
'Thus far [ went on with a reſotats air. 

Silos THO 

Lord, ' bleſs wel 878 ſhe, let 2 body bot ſprak; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 3 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark be gane J. 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd 2 180 
'That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſarvey?d, .- 
And 21 ev'ry word 1 n to have ſaid. 


583 bas 2DoOm d 


* * 0 — . __ N av — —_— e 
1 TEL. SF Inc 1 980 191 * 
8 0 N 8 1602 t 91 15 


* by Mr. Beard, in the Mar of the Mir l. 


HEN a maid, in way of dels 

Firſt is courted by a man, 0 
Let.“ un do the beſt he can. bas nes 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
Ti is with Pain the ſuit's 12 2 


T ho'f moyhep ſhe likes * mainly,. 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
"oy the folks ſhould think her bold. 
| But 


1 259 ] 


But 100 ee comes 2 8 


Sie ee 
Nen uite, | 


Tie adi quickly buckles ta? „n gold) 2 | 
{yall 07 7 4 4 f [ 157 4 309 | F .O 
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5 ON G 161. Sung by Mrs. ne in the 
'WinTER's Tas. Set by Mr. IE Aer 8 


OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our focks we- 
muſt ſhear ; | 

In Your holiday ſaits with your laſſes appear : 

The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and, free 3 

And who are ſo | mm ſo happy, as we 7 


| We ns no. paſſions by luxury taught: 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught: 1 t 
What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, or- een we need no n. 

bis: I) FF 
By mode and caprice are the city dames led ;, 
Hut we all the children of nature are-bred : - 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom when there's ne in the. 


431M breaſt. TY 


The giant; ambition, we never can dread ;. 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſleſs'd. us, that love we reveal; 

Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; ; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk. to deceive and betray. 
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Sung by Mr. Lowe, and Ms, L 


OW the happy knot is ty'd, 1 
is my charming bride,. © 1:25 | 283 241K 


Ring the bells, and fill the bow!,, A ate] 

Revel all without controul. ml VSM 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! Ns Eo a 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet !. ll 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! n 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet! 
9 1 0 2 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 6-1-2 
Angling ſor unguarded hearts: AHA 7 7 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joy s. 


Liſping wanton girls and boys, ; 

Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 

Boys as ſweet as Col ine. 
. Ins Suk 

Tho” ripe ſheaves of yellow 00 corny. 1114 107 


Now my plenteous barn adorn; _ . 
Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow rs 2d 


With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs; en Hi tA 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, _ - *. ft ig 
Are the charms of lovely Rt. 2 * 

ö 821 90] 
Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen N 
Dreſs'd like any Mzy-day queen; 1 
Tho” ſix ſweethearts daily ſfro eee 
J œ fk a 


Them I quit without regret, 
All my joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the i lay, 
Crown with ſports our bridal day; 


1 901 1 i * 


May each lad a miſtreſs. find, 
Like my 5 fair and kind; 


And ea n 7001 5 J ga 
Fond Job rune as — Ne 


75 * e war 
Ring the bells, and fill the Ry 4 14 


May the ſun ne*er riſe or fe Gi Nec agar wht] 

But with joy to happy Bet, „ 3:4! 26116 68 ht 

And her faithful Colinet. | Na} A ad 87 
— —— 


0 FF FS 4 i; 
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SONG 163. Sung in the Maſk of ALFRED» 85 


I” 


HE N Britain firſt at heav'n's command,” 14 


Aroſe from out the azure main, 5 * 
Aroſe, c. + Trey 101 
This was the charter, the — of the tide. - 
And guardian, angels ſung the ſtrain; n 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the WAVES, 


For Britons never will be ſlaves. MT 
The nations, not ſo. bleſt as tbe·, "A T 
Muſt in their turns, to tyrants fall, 5: di 


Muſt in, &c. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouri ſn, ſhalt floariſh e 
The dread and envy of them all. 


Rule, Dritannia, ce. 4 %4T 

- 220 

Sill more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe; 419947 of T 
More dreadful _ each foreign oke, 
More dreadful, bs | nodT 

As the loud blaſt — tears the dries; e HP. 


Serves but to root thy native oak, 
Rule, Britannia, c. ned qu inꝰ 


2 


[ 162 ] 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. a f a * | : | K 26448 $49. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame: 
And work their woe, and thy renowg.”” © ! 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 4172 19H Try 


ac sst! 
To thee belongs the rural reign, PALE Iv 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, - 
Thy cities, &c. | | ; 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. © 7 
j ẽ̃P % 446 


* 88 20 20 


The Muſes, fill with freedom ſoundd = 
[5 fs 0 5 110 2 

Shall to thy hap PY coaſt Nr {4 asg ve nor 

Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; . 

Bleſs d ifle 1 with beauties, with matchleſß beauties 

. aJ crown'd, 8 [14 F * 7 £55 4 | > {f ff 

Andi anhy hearts to guard the fair.” 22091 + 1 


Kale, Britannia, Britannia, rule the Waves: 

+ 3&5 *. . 7 2 4. - enn a * 
For Britons never will be av es. 
#3: >, vs - A 19 12 5 I ＋ / ANG fo Haic 
5 — IT ; 4 OE LAG "ox 2507 160 . 


ö 17 #343. 5546 675 17428 7e af + 
SONG 164 The Country. WEDDING,. 
Sung at RaneLach, Set by Mr. Howard 


W E LL 2 pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 
wain | 

To a lovely youn pherdeſs croſſing the plain; 
Why fo eb in et (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you fair maiden which way 
Then ſtraight to this queſtion the ny mph did reply, 
With a ſmile in her look, and a leer in her eye, 
came from the village, and homewatd I go 
And now, geatle ſhepherd, pray why would you 
oe! | ; 

I hope 


5 1163 ] 
I FRITH pretty 19 85 25 Joi wop t take it { amiſs, 


If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 

1 would ſee 5 me, (the {wain; 1 love) 
Of ſuch a co you would ap be: 155 
vour offer, kind ind ſhepherd, is civil, T own, 

But I ſee no great danger in going alone; 

Nor yet can F hinder, the road being free 

For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger: in going dove: it is true, 

But yet a. companion is pleaſanter too; 

And if you could like (now the ſwain he took 1 
Such a ſweatheart as me, we never would part. | 
Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden, the firſt thing you.do. ,. 


Oh! judge not ſa harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd ;. 

To pray. what I ſay, I will make you my bride ; ; 
To-morrow the parſon (well faid, little ſwain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain : 
Then. what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid ; 
—— very next morn to be ſure they were wed : 

hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ; - 
N00 l ſhall we ſe2 ſuch a wedding in lawn 


CAAW: 


uU „ois : Er 
SONG 1635. vel 
f 176088 by Miſs STEvensox, at VAUXHALL: © | 


AV Damon long'd ſtudy'd my heart toobtain, 
F\The-preceet young ſhepherd that pipes Ow 
2872 Plain; — f 

I'd hear is ſoft tale, then declare "was amiſs; 
-AbÞI'® often ſay No, when I long'd War Vere 


F 
; 
. 
1 
EV; 


14 ] 
Laſt V leyuing eee ee of'l 


And broughy me two lamb h Hi 
Oh! take 2515 be e 


ao „Herde; $1 8 "I 1 + a1 25 hg *R you 
I could hardly ſay No, tho' aſham'd to fy, Venn 19H 
I could hardly, &c. „vil z& bak 


Soon after, one morning, we fat i in. 8 A 
He preſs'd my hand hard, and in highs breath'd his 

love; 4 :199wt 0Þ 
Then tenderly:aſk'd, if I'd grant him a-kiſs ?- Hao fe 
I deſfig:'d to h've faid No, but Wider and. Cid _ 
1 deſign'd, &e. | 1 01 ee 04 


At this, with delight, his heart danc' 
Ve gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 

Come, let's to the church, and fhare;conjugat bliſs : 
To prevent being teaz d, 1 Was foro d t o foy Yes. 


To. enen & c. 
I beer was fo pleas'd with a word in m my. „life. W. 
e; 


IJ neer was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife; o 7 
Then take, ye young damſels, my coſe] Jy. 155 

Vou muſt die all old maids, if you will not f. 
You muſt all die old maids, if you _ not HE 


2281/73 1 


N n > 
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1 ON G 166. The Non-ParertLE, : 
Set by Dr. Borck; © - 


7 = H E nymph that I lov'd was as cheatful as daß, 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthormin May; 


Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; ; 
And. her face was as fair as the mother of love: 


Tho“ 


1 165 1 

Tho? mild | aythe pres Mo Zephyi that 15 3 
AAT fectiv es gent odours from flo * 18 3 
Vet warm in'affeRtion as Phœbus 10 vote 

And as chaſte as the ſilver-white beams o * moon. 
Her wall vial unfully'd as now-Fall'n ſnow, 1. 5 5 
And as lively as tints from young Iris his Bw * 1 
As clear as the fireams, and as ; as the flood. 
She, tho witty, was wiſe, and tho? beautiful, ai 1 
The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 
She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flower, a 
Which treaſur'd for me, Oh! how happy was 1 oy 
For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! __; 


; ' 
7 3 une SST ST LEE os f . 4 a | £1 


* 28 4 1 ae 
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8 0 N G 167, Sung in Eriza, 


29 Y V 3; (3 
an Enciisn Or ERA. 


WW IT Mica, on their thighs the bold Jenna 
5 are ſeen, 

For their country they arm, their religion, and queen: 

How oripus their ardour to lay down their lives 

In 5 of their freedom, their children and wives 


Ve tyrants, ye know not what liberty yields, 

s all our ſhores, and protects all our 
fields. 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong. 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our ſong. 


To liberty raiſe the high chearful train, * 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the min. in, 
Eliza is s queen, and her brave loyal band 17 


eee dat of phe. 1 EER 
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SONG 


| a L 466 1] 
- a1ql-2mod zid ui bf ysbave 20 
'$ ON G 6768. Smigi-by! Mito." Ns, 1A 
0 ia the Breda ns Orsa, o awob 2312 
t g 502 sig mf os bak 
V 2 antics. "TN Ger: in its Juſtre,, in 14 
Which in the garden enamels the gro 211 
Near it the bees in play flutter and „ r 2191 nan T 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 07 


But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring; _ 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet ; 


There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all. d ; 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod 1 t. 5 


25 | n eff na a:tym Y 
SONG 169. The PETITE Yak 


189 29 


Sung by Mr. Hupson, at RAxFl r 110 


Na plain pleaſant cottage, convenie | 
With a mill, and ſome. 1 dows —[# N 


eſtate) | b1sd 217 199 
A well meaning miller by labour COTE? 7 
Thoſe bleſſings that nature to grand ones denies} ; 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, _ 
His conſtant companions are health and content: 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if 90 * will, 
For he's honeſt— tho daub'd with the duſt of his mill, 
Ty * 29902 
Ere the larks early carrol ſalutes the . — 

He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 
Or ſings the laſt ballad he hought at the fair : ſ | 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of * 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be eta ob 
No fraud, nor ambition, his boſons Joes. £11 
Contented he works if there's griſt for his 221 


On 


0 9067 1 
On Sunday, bedeck d in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the loudęſt to chant or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Fogliſh food: 
And, tho?” ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 
At night, when the py and, exciſeman are gone, 
He daf ar the ale-houſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns: to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill. 


7 $ = s: "> CY 1 ir 1. 
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box h. Sang wy Mrs. Scorr, at RANEL AGH, 
Set ro Muſic by Mr. Ban. 


8 N you may diſcover 
an Pea, ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can ak, and tell the lover | 
tat: t fd Lodge muſt not impart. . 


wage ee revealing, | 
1 ts your breaſt may diſapprove ; 
But 'tis 2 2 paſt concealing, 

When we truly, fondly love. 


22510290 
222212 212898 
1s 9231 2 


| 6. N 657% Tako the Woop leer 


Sung by Mrs. Aa xz, at VaVvX-HalT. 
* Set by Mr. MicnagL ARNE. 
d SV A 
172 Why leavꝰſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 

O 481 Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 

When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now Jools I figh on the banks of the burn, 
Or throw on wood, . until thou return. 


» F., BO JL LOOPY "IF , 


_ _ * — 


Tho? 


1. is 1 N 
118077 my | 


'Tho? woods do ere Bay, nt worn) F clear, 
While Jav'rocks are ſin 8 n 
And primroſes e 
vet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear. | 


That I am forfiken ſome ſpare not to tell, 
I'm fafh'd wr their ſcorning 
Baith ev'ning and morning. 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi“ a knell, 
| When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander wt ſell, 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer ay, 

But quick as an arrow, 

Haſte here to thy marrow, _ 
Wha's living in langour *till that happy day, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance 4 


play. 


0 „ — 
- 14 4 % df 


, ' *#,? F.47 *%% < . 
; < 4 


SONG 172. Tre bes SPIRIT's LOTTZRY; 
By Harry Howard. | 


f i 


E national ſchemers a while give me u Fr 


A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no one deveave ; L 


No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho? a lottery? my ſcheme—it | is not of ſtate. 


. 120% Ae Ache divide into . _ 

lunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No Pants to depreſs you come in my deſign, 
The wheel is good-humour, the Sts irre, 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſtaccrur 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due. 
. Choice God of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 


The cauſe I'll relate you, ſo juſtly admir'd. _ 
is 


Tis wine — that —.— we always maintain, . 
The fave. d with clare t deſpiſes hir chain g * O 2 
"gin us wit, and enobles our ſenſe, 

And aids fancy's Bight as new eh unmenes. 

The hero aſpi pires to conqueſt and ams, D 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's ch; ; Cf 
The preacher delivers his precepts ſo ſine, 

Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the wine. 


Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and * 5 
Vou are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree, i 
To o take off the hip, and renew you with gle. 


Let the vot'ry of Pl utus who values his pelf, 4 
To be happy for once - ſteal a crown from himſelf; 
e ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 
ie whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſure of: a 
prize. 


* — hems od 2 wt 


Ve lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleats, - 


Leave your . 8 and care, here you'll quickſy find 


Old and young, reat and little, attend to my call, 
This evening we aw, fir, at—Comns a 15 


r 
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SONG 173. 
The —— Written by HART HOw ARD. 
Tame, ve Prigs that are troubl'd. 


HL B Whitf—d and w-tly with cant an and 
parade, 

"Th: of life and its pleaſures degrade, 

And draw from pure nature, men-gudgeons ey Bol, 

By that oder, Ar PER of fouls : | 


* 


Permit 


1 
rent me a wonder moſt ſtran e, to declare, 

Of a +. who but lately oh enane a 
From 2 — and mavner ſoquainy) 1! 


The Gab * n bad. mar Cd fud a fit., | 
„dai ad 190006; 1444 149 2v014qs iI'9de 
*T was paſt ten o&clock by that watchman old Time, 
V hen (as Satam would. have it, who promoted the 
crime ;) | of #11259 5mot yd 
A tavern being open, young Pious went ng! it 29190 T 
To preach to the wicked and rail againſt ſin- Ln 4 
Fac jolly choice-ſpirits, whoſe only deſign 
Was to heighten their mirth by the help obgoobwiat, | 
His fancy fo tickled and touch'd'to. — % lis 
WP it cur'd his fore conſcience ot b n nick 


4 3h * "ON | ) 


Fr rom n ſinging of hymns, he now alier'Sbid note, 
And a catch of good humour he ſoon got by rote 
From ſighing and groaning, young Pious, th won; 
Finds relief in the glaſs with good rand: Tub! 
No more of your cant, the new convert now=eries;" | 
Conviction and reaſon has open'd my eyes: 

Enjoy what you can boys, fince die we all muſt- 
The — we're ſure of—the future — I'll truſt. 


91 © 2 


— 
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| 


so 14. N 


The ADMONITION. By Hanz x Henan, 
10 iin“ 


Tune, Sure a laſs i in her bloom. 


T O you that are lovers theſe lines Laidrefs.: 
. would von Wop with fue 
ceſs, r 
Nor you ye bright females my boldneſs de deſpiſe, 
Since all muſt be bold to W your bright eyes, 
2 n $394 5 


=_ 8 — 
— 


Firſt 


er. 

91613952 C1 1.47% 4 129108 Sit 1 968154 
Firſtsmark well her humour, if ſeriwos or | y & tO 
If hes: moffly inch d to her dreſs or to pH π 
ludulge her in ech, for from this you will And, T 
She'll 5 your addreſſes, and ſooner he kind. 4A 
mi T b! | en N MMA 
If fand of her beauty, her paſſion is praiſe. 'V 
By ſome gentle ſonnet your merit you'Hraiſe 

There ſing of her lips, her bright eyes and her hair, 
And tell her not Venus with her can compare. 


iO RAT 5 


Shou'd ſome rival toaſt her dread envy provoke, 
Rail with her -then laugh in your ſleeve at*he joke, 
If ſhe's partial, to pleaſe her and flatter her pride, 
(Tho?, *gainſt your own conſcieace)—be ſtill on hor 

43101 E, 1 . 
Theſe rules if obſer vd will your paſſion befriend, - — . 
For-all female ſenſe is but pride in the end; ro"! 
And this-is the text, what they like or deſpiſe, + 
The ſame you muſt cenſure, the fame ſeem to prize. 


— 4 1 2 * 8 ; 
. — — N ——- rn Winne — rr mm m—mr_ Tv : 
tort 1 — 55:34) 4 | WEE 
SONG 17;, The Wtnping-Nicyr. 


* —— — — 


HEN firſt I ſaw my feir in bed, 


Her cheek with crimſon bluſhes ſpread, | 


The bluſhes of 2 maid ; e 
How throb'd hh Joy my am'rous breaſt, 
While Delia in my arms I preſt, 

Half yielding, half afraid. 


At length my fair, at length I ery'd, | 1 
No longer ervielly deny'd, k ' 

| The mighty joy we pron 13 Is 
In ſearch of  nnexpertenc'd bliſ:, E 


Increas'd by ev'ry burning kiſs, 
I now attend my love. 


12 Tnen 


172 

basto d203 257 g ads "i 379 ted: 5butg T 

Then pre | with-eager haſte, 3 

2 of: her wWaiſt 7 5452 37 5¹ 
| Was once for all unbound :-: 4 

Tranſported with the mighty jo, * 
Alas! ſhe cries, my glorious boy, gs I 

What bliſs in love is found. Wol 2 


Thus lock'd within each other 8 ame, 10d 993 Sv69Þ 
I rifled all my Delia's charms, ; 
Her charms are all divine 12 
Around the ſtill ſupporting tree, 
Thus faſten'd with eternal glee, 73 
Iaclines the am'rous vine. 2858 


ce * 8 2 — , FY 2 +} wr — 72 


— —— 


dt wo O NG 176. The esel n a 
Tone, Stand round, my brave boys. * 


IT round, my brave boys, and aſſiſt my bad voice, 
As loud to the world I declare, 0 . 

While a bumper can flow, that we'll ne er ceaſe to 
227005 he w., amd & d 


How joyous the Choice Spirits axe &c. 


he foldier muſt arm at 
For battle he's bid to prepare; 
He our foes puts to rout, we the bottle put about, 
To ſhew' what the Choice Spirits are, &c. 


net bucks the town yields, and the backs of che feld, 
f Who are chacing the harlot or hare, 
No more riſques would Purſue, but the bottle keep 


in view; , 01 


Did they' bunt when Choe sn 40. 


„Ile 5x0: 31818148 


1. 9 . 
194 E LI Ry The 


I 173 
The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 
And to die add aid will echo a neil 
Did ſhe take a glaſs of this, i ſhe Mr muta dear are 
| amiſs; boyodng Hr ict 209 28% 
To try what. the Choice Spirits are, 60. UT 
Ye love: ſick poetie, ye poets dramatic, 1 1 
Ye buſkins who tragedy tear; 
Leave the paper-waſting art, quit each rant, and ,cach 
ſtart, 
And as Choice Spirits act if you dar, 6 Kc. 4 


01A 
From the tutor got fass; alamode à Paris, 2 zad'T 
See the ſop with his puff powder'd hair; 
| He'd his looking-glaſs fotſake, if to drinking he'd take, 


And come where the Choice Spirits are, cc. 


By no party perplex d, wit and wine is our text, 
Love and friendſhip then form up the ſquare ; 


Neither int'reſt old or new, neither Gipſey or Jew, . 
Comes under a Choice Spirits care, &“. 
e330 bad em Fit; b 17 
No more I'II reliearſs, but Pl ende oF 
5% 51:22 The“ it is on a ſubject ſo rare; * 
With a bumper before us, we'll ſing in full NN 
Tze Choiceſt of Spirits we are, &c! &c. 


FP 4 ” "IR th. PP et... — 1 
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wc 5g. „ 8 ON G 177. 0 
Tune, Sing Tantarara Maſks all. 


25 well choſe Choice Spirits Who De , | 


throng, 
7% Offended be not at-this joke of a ſong ; "APW PRI 
No party, profeſſion, nor ſex I provoke, Rs 
No ſatire * for I ſing but in joke. _ 
Sing tantarara ſoke all, 
I 3 Let 


14 } 
Let 8toſcs pretend to ſer Jeſts at defance. 
Let ſchooimen pedan deal ptcach up for ſciefce, 
Let f-tibking wiſe onts 4 ſapiknet ca, 
What's all that they know ? why a joke's worth it alf. 
e DEAT ee WIR 71 Bing tantarara, &c. 


That life's like a ſong, preach the ſages of old; 
Poets make it a tale, by a poor ideot told; N 
Gay calls it a jeſt, but tis proper each man 
Of this ſong, tale, or joke, to make all that he can. 


The lady obferve, when the lover grows preſſing, 


How famt fhe forbids his attempts at poffefling ; | 
With a How, by love foften'd, ſhe .cries tis pro- 
O dear fir, be quiet ; yet ſhe is but joking. | 

P52 45 Sig cavrarara, &c. 


| Wheh the tithe-rakivg prieſt would a bop chodle, 


The firk time tis bffer d, in jeſt hb II Eee 
He gravely cries, no; but tho” gravely he ſpoke, .. b 
Wan you er Kim u bilkop, you fee Wal a joke, . 
EET Dig tahtarara, &c, 


When the daft of electors, ih Engliſh a bribe, 


Is offer'd, or thruſt on the vote-ſelling tribe, 


They try, O dear God! Why my ford! nay, I've 


woe 3 1 
Yet they pocket the pelf, and are mad twas, no more. 
"00 Sing tahtarara, &c. 


Tbo' te wiſe may ad mit in her dull bulbagd's room. 


The white ſtocking ſootman, or frable-bred groom, 
She don't think that her vow at the altar is broke, 


For ſhe meant by her marriage, no more than a joke, 


— "2A Sing tantarara, &c. 


4 | . e 
i113 | 7 W 


ts ] ? 
We ged. "by bo ee ar 
This rolls on n his father, aud that on his bro x" 
Ry. ey'ry., day's prattice,, our wits have brag 7 
e Nag would forfeit their friend than th 


Sing tantarara, cg. 
X « 138 cf 
The joke thus 15 on from our cradle to cofin, 
The time fill'd between is fit only for laughing, 
The lat joke [ mention, I'm ſure you'll atteſt, 
For * all muſt allow that my finging's a jeſt. 
1 | Ding tantarara, Ke. 


uf 1 {4 


arr. IF" 1 SG ä 
oN 2 
3 8 178. 8 
| s world is a ſtage 75 * 
1 on which mank ind engage. 1 
And eac h acts His part in a throng: | 38 
Bot 118 confuſion, F 
Meer folly, deluſion, . 
And Hith nothing elſe but a ſong; | 
2 a ſong, 4 ate 
And th vothing elſe but a ſong. RL an 
The pübſov fo grave, © | „ cad 
41558 s your ſoul he will ſave, er 
55 ginnt the right way from the wrong, tog 10 
After piouſly teaching, 4 
And long-winded preaching . * 
He! + puts 6 his flock with a ſong, c. 2 44 
e doctor, he fills 1 7 N 4 7 agp 2 


ou with bolus and pills, 
| With Aras do make you live long ; 


3 if G ey 
I 4 But 


. 


Na 


6 8 22 a rob dar 
But believe me 8 n bak 
The g uinea? 8 ON IT e bl. Had gn VERY GT 


And — it is all b ee 5 1 — 
| 5 7 5 251070 3 


| The ſurgeon ſo bold 7 Ei DH 275 for 17 
| | His lancet doth hold, 
| And flaſhes your body along ; 3 * 9d 
| Small wounds he enlarges, . , 5 e in Loe 
To ſwell up your charges 
| His art like the ret is a ſo ong, 4. oH If T 
[1 3 TRS0 1511 51011705 F 
| The foldiet he fütties %% 38 b 


Of ſieges and batiles, | 
And actions that he's been among; „% n 
His preferment and ſirit nene 
Are both like his merit. 
You ſee they are bought for a eng. Ke.. 318 
am yam 07 
| The maſter he cries, © © ob 5 170d 583117 194 bn A 
f See the clouds how they riſe, 
' Up aloft my brifk lads it blows 500. 
Boy, make us ſome flip. 


— —ä— — — — 
F LEES — 
E — Daves. Sa ge 
— — — 


1911009 8flT 
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And l'll warrant the ſhip o best ba 
Will ſoon reach her port is his fong, S. ne 
ws 4:80 n 


Ver? in quirks and in quibbles; -n69M off o 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue: 


Twixt demur and vacation 0 
He'li raile expecation, * F735 Ii8 WW 99 1x2 
Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, Ke.. if 2,7 
| 2 PAO * lin of 
The merchant is bent 6 JAS ff 0 0 bn 
On his twenty per cent, . agb £ 


To him journal and ledger belong 2. ss bak 
Commiſſion with charges, 3 
His profit enlarges, | - 
TI his balance may end i in a ſong, &c. 


With 


71711 
With powder and lack; 


And effeminate face Ny" 
* gay e 8 175 — 
aft arriv? ve * 
At nothing DD Rog lu fn 2 1 
But juſt at a dance and a ſongs. ant 


The gentle coquet, | 57 os 5 n Da 
She's” all in a fret, _ NN 

In the morn if her toilet be wrong ; 3 
The whole day ſhe will r 
To conſult her dear gla 8. „ 

And at night die away with a oy r 


The ſurly old prude, 1 
She will ay you are rude, „ 
For the bliſs tho? ſhe ſecretly long 
But take her aſide, | 42 nad 
You may manage her pride, 4 


And her virtue bring down to a ſong, ke. 


The courtier he ſmiles 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feed you with promiſes long 3 ; | 
He ſqueezes your hand, | 5 
And calls you his friend, | 
Tho? he means nathing more than. a fog en 


Then let us be:jolly,,  — ors 5 
Drive hence melancholj rr 
Since we are braye fellows —_— n 
Taſte life as it paſſes, e dT 
And fill up our glaſſes, 

And each houeſt blade fing a ſong, H tf 
A ſong, a ſong, | 1243 49 0 

And each honeſt 2 fng a ſong, ke. & e. an 2 * 
# 18h" 594 
"34/1 22161160 : 14 15 T* 


T, "I ] 
80 N +179 4 fayqurite Song, ſung _ 


Mrs. Pixro at RANELION, 59 H 
18 28 15 Sim to 9911" Aim 9194 111993 19H 
HE gaudy tulip ſwelh with bude, 1 BAR 
And rears its beauties to the fſünn. 
Wich Heav'n born tints of tris's bow z 9 of 


ag 


While low the vi'let ſprings beſide,  blido A 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun n 
T! he hand of ſome rapacious foe, 
Of Worth intricke,! fee e s 2 2% 
That from the tulip can ariſe, t 9c 


When parted from its glowing bed: tal my 
While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſkies; v1 V7 

When cro e 1 1190000 9/7 
he pt to grace th e . 
Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flowers 
Are wrought i in nature's various robe:??: 2 

Where pride declines, and merit den 
Vour virgin dignity ober- poWo rs .booy 92 
Ihe heroes of the conquer'd lobe, > can ON 

But ſweet compliance make ye n. drom wht 


' | Hei. 49 A 
x aA — r 
ne On vol 
7 „ 
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A T_Tygtterdown- hill there dwelt an old pair, 

| And it may be they dwell there ſtill, 

uch riches indeed didn't fail to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill : 

But fully content with what they did get, 


They knew not of * * or of arts; 
One daughter they had, and her name a Beg, 7 


And ſhe was the pride of thei heatts. 5 ' Nun 


144 


154791 


duet bonn Gets bet dul her Magr i 225 
Her eyes were as -blatk:as a ſlar 2²αν 

Her teeth were milk white, full ſmart . 
And ſleek Was her ſkin as a doe: a 

All thick were the clouds, and the rain er 
No bit of true Hue could be ſpy'd, 

A child, wet and cold, came and Enock'd a 
Its mam it had loſt, 100 it 0 e 


. # \ * 4 


Young Bet was as mild as the mo! 3 . 
The babe ſhe hugg d cloſe to — — ws, 10 
She chaf'd him all o'er, and he {mil'd as. he a5, 
She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt: 
But who do you think ſne had x. ive her prin f * 
Why love, the ſly maſter of 1. 
No ſooner he wak'd, but he tropp't his Aſgalle, 
And ſhew'd Yer his wings, and his darts. 
2 WOR iis O88 4 163 gd 
Quoth he, kiel but 4 bis not afraid, A 
Tho I make ſhake at my will, 
So good, and ſo kind, have you: been, my fair mail, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill: 
My mother tie%er dealt with ſuch ſuch fondneſi by me, 
© Affriend you Thall find in me ſtill; 
quiver and ſhbot, be greater than ſhe, 


Take my 
The 3 hill. 


ET — {2 4 * 1 
2 7 4 e — „* ». I a, * 
Lift N 9 * 55 I 7 P * ni 
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| SON GT 131. | 
WIN gers did bud, and fields were Steed, 


And flowers were fair to Tee, 
And Mary was complete fifteen, * 
Wha love laugh'd in _ eye'3 ; 


Blyth. 


0 | 
ee 25 f fe ex Sd more ** 70 
e ke Ne, en ee e 


215 mois oo asd 
Now jockey did each lad ſurppatz, 3 
-{ Jhat dwelt on this burn ide s 0 247 
And Mary was a bonny lafs, - 23343 ai 

 _ Juſt meet to be a bride: 
Her cheeks were roſy red, and white, e 1667 


For ganging home I heard them ſay, il; 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet: 
His check to her's he fondly laid. yi2vol 2Y 
She cry'd, ſweet love, be true; lend 
And when a wife, as now a maid;-: wp 9 *100y er 
To a PI follow you. #15519 ne mul 
N 13-9 23167 end 34 


Her een were azure blue, ET: 
1 Her looks were like Aurora bright. modiry woA 
f Her lips like Ne dew. : x9} 
| 2 0 % 261 24074 01 eiii 21 T 
What 110 d, 1 gueſs, was harmleſs plays: von 
| An nothing, ſure, - unmeet; Sad asbivs n 
1 


1 — 
N 


— — * 


C At x; 


| | - nne 

as 1019 F*1 | neon 07 1 #5 5vo{ 104 
| 8 0 NG 182. 1 0 

| | 1 of} ie 
| 11 E wicked wits, as fancy hits; all £ a1 


fair, - 
1 proſe and ine «at flrains ſublime, their fc TP 


they declare; 
The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold, th theſe pi pru udith, 
| thoſe too free, | 49 
Ye curious men, come tell us thes,, ht mult a 
woman be? 


9980 E But 
5 * 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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But hard's — 20013 101 ae,” here hel 


397 


The muſe ſhaft Nope "gp ge rs a pe 


the crime on you:? 


The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, on, whom his 


wiſh was plac'd ; 12 y5319]. wor 

The fool deny d. affeQts the 1 and rails (eb be 
in taſte.) e Sup (ry 

But * thoſe the men of bub their ſure etiterion 

Now * eries, my ſon ariſe, and vindicats he 
ex; 

'Tis theirs to prove the ſweets of love, which * 
never G 221 W 

An evidence, that _—_ have ſenſe, but who adore 
the fair. os * > # 4 

. f 1280 1 
ve lovely race, with erm | grace, celetally . 
Pre, ; 

Tis your's to * i cares chat dwell within [the 
human breaſt: C4 

At beauty's voice our inks rejoice, and rapture * 


1 


For Jove Jefign'd th? n kind to o form an 
heaven on earth. | | 


Win eh 7 ; art, to win the TAL ye dear. = 


Fa ae e charm with paſſion warm, and let! 
tning fly; 
ad ol 4 e grave, your counſel fave, which 
AY 271 pf es 35 nought, | ' An. 
For women ſtill will have their vill; and ſo 1 Las 
they ought, 5 


260 | 


% 
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218913 21}. Ut ud 
80 NG", 10 vm endgill 10 


V days have been ſo v wond'ro * amr 
T a little birds that a 79 . 

With careleſs eaſe, from tree to wes, 

Were ſcarce as bleſt as I: 

Aſk gliding waters if a tear 

| : of mine increas'd the fiream ; 

| Or 2 the 7 ales, if e er 


Lind Sy Wen 
231 01 eib! 
4 Xn: v1 113 


_ FOB CEE EI 
But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 
The tender chains of ſoft deſire 1 
Are fix'd upon my thought: 
En eager hope urthin my breaſt nu od 
Does ev'ry doubt controul, 2279 5 80 ba 
And lovely Nancy ſtands. cen nog 199 10d 
The fav'rite vf my iu. 
ole 1 vm 1841 


Fe nightingales, 75e ne l fad >: | iFs + bluode 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove,. 
Fr gentle echoes, breezy windses 2011190) 


Ye cloſe retreats of love: | /(..-! 14 
With all of nature, all of Art, L ag ug 908 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, | 1594-bah 
And make a young unpraRtis'd. hears Url, olagnh 
To be for ever mine. 0 Fat. e ile 

{695 t 209 


The very thought of chan 1 blood 

As much as + deſpair, A 

And hardly covet'to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her ; 

Tis true, the paſſion in - þ mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtre 

Vet, while the fair I love i 1s kind, 
I taunot 1 it leſs. 


But 


Leas3 J 
But if ſhe 28 
Or Sg my wen l 
Or looks wi leaſure on m 
be ee Tg x M 


Fawn ye birds and lohely Aas r ran 
Adieu to tears and Age, eee We done 


TIl leave my paſſion to the winds; © * 
Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. | pap 
_ — . — oa 
SONG 184. E 


4 72 


Y dear miſtroſb Annie bart, | 
Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave . 
When, with love's refiſtfeſs dart, 4 
And her eyes, ſhe did enſlave me. 3 
But her conſtancy %"fo-weak; fo: b bak 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 105 2 28 
That my jealous heart would break, 11a 
Should we live one daywfunder, - 


Melting joys bab her move, 
Killing pleaſures, am'rous bliſſes; 
She can arm her eyes with love, | 
And her lips can ſeal with Riffe: 1 
Angels liſten when ſne ſpeaks, 5 ach 
She's my delight, all mankind's wolder, / 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day afunder. 


| On (184 ] 
= -.. abs | "i 
| | SONG eee 221 10d 
B L A B not what yok 6dght'to ſiothtr;*® ficv ol 


Honour s las ſhould Tatred' be, et ausg. 
ſting favours from anbther, ff 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. | 

0 #4 1 7 ''D 445 5 2! 02 

But, inſpir'd with indig nation 

Sooner I'd lead apes in hell. 
Ere I'd truſt my reputation 

Wich ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. b def 

» 8 1182 29818 81 $8] 2718 90 

He who finds a hidden treaſu rec, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveas 22s: 

He whom beauty crowns with pleaſure, 

- Cautious would his Joy conceal. If On D9 2991] 

S388 47; IM!616- 43:19 94: 25185, SAC 

Him with whom my heart PlL venture, ' 44 

Shall my fame from cenſure ſa ves 
One where truth and-prudence center, 12 
And as ſecret as the gravree 2300 $190 V/ 

G2: B56: 2: ei 41 vs bak 

——— CARE {| —— 

Nymph there lives, whom many a fwainp 12 

A Has ſigh'd for oft, but ſigh'd in vains Da 
And borne the inſults and diſdaiein 0/1 

Of proud but handſome Molly, + Sify 29Y 

Around her throng'd the wits and beaus, 045 

With cringes, compliments, and-bows 5 big bat. 
And dreſs, and oaths, and lies, and vowoe, 

All ftrove for lovely folly. 


The charms that deckt this fav'rite maid 
In verſe and proſe were ſung and ſaid: 
(For wits will write, and beaus may read) 


O happy, happy Molly! But 


1 


mY 1 J 
But ſee ede 's pride f 
In vom ir fn IT) og lk 


Beaus, fops, rs; 9 7 0 
By dae, hong ty M „Deen 


| * * 1A 
So long coquetted the — tales, - | +: 
Time, that e' en beauty ſcorns to ſpare, _ 4 
Stole o'er the eyes, the cheeks, the hair 55 
Of ſilly, heedleſs Molly. 4 


Paint, powder, patches are apply d 

No arts the ſad diſgrace can hide: . 

The fops forſake, the wits deride oi ll 
Their 43549 charmiog Molly, a erp 


Js | 
Unheeded now at ball or Wa | 
She hates the pretty, blames the gay— 

Ah! who one tender thing will 1 1 » mitt 
To poor deſerted Molly + - N 
Yet ſtill ſhe ling*ring haunts the facts. r 540 

Where ny ſhe 3 3 A nk 

And ev'ry ſim eart had 

"Phe flere of tyrant Molly. — — INEIES 

At length, with fruitleſs hope worn out, 

She quits. the giddy, youthful rout, _ 

And torns fo monſtrouſly devout, F<) A 
Neo ſaint was e'er like Molly. 2» 

Yet, while this ſolemn garb ſhe wears, 

Each world by turns emplo ww her cares, a 

And ſlander, - ſermons, and pray rs, 


Divide ſtill wretched Molly. 55 


k 156 ] 

woo! 5 % Ir) 13, 1578913 (uo 

ed yet 104 

| 5 0 * 167. 630291 01 ET 
WW HERE ſhall Celis fly for thitep291d bud 
In what ſecret grove or cave?. . ..) «. 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, ank 92:3 

From the young, the gay,' the brave: * 8 
Tho? with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 806 A mA TIL 0 


arg 380 1 


Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burn 
Cupid ſhoots like Haymen's archer, | e 
Whereſoe er the damſel turns. l + 

| f 1520 Of! TC 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and bean, n 2165qg6 
If diſcretion guide us not, Rey 
Sometimes are the ruftian's booty. "Ty 1 9 
Sometimes are the baoby's lot; Ry TENT 50 
Now they're purchas'd by fer en 
Now commanded by the per; M 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 55 27 0 oj 8 
om on . 
Wins the heart, W tar. ALES bal 
O diſcretion, thou'rt a jewel, 25 41,94 200 26.0 
Or our grand mamma's miſtake 3/ N 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 147707 
Always careful and awake: 21 ch 190 Cat) 
Would you keep your pearls from trample: be 
Weigh the licence, weigh the bauns; NR oT 1 


4 ” 


Mark my ſong upon your lamplers,- 82 K 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 
144 124 4 2080 

"* 
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2. 
INC E more I'll tune the vocal 96 . | 
To hills and dales my apa we ot 
flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 


You, 


1898 3 
You, greater bards your lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 5 7 7 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 

That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 

Does not ſo much the day adorn, U 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, _ 

He ſtreaks with gold the raddy we t, 

He's not ſo beautious as undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, | 

It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, . 4 ond 
As does my lovely Peggy : 

I ſtole a kits the other da. 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, _ 

The fragrance of Te blooming May 
Was not fo ſweet as Peggy. baba 


Was the array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe, upon. the vaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy, 
Wich her a cottage would delight; 
All's happy when ſhe's in my fight : 
But when ſhe's gone, *tis cntich night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flaw'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 
Cr ftately ſwans. the water love, 

So Jong ſhall I love Peggy: 


7 ® * 
W 

= 

_ 
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18 3 
And, when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be when I depart, 
Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


r " 


8.0 N G 189. 2 N 4 
ATURE gave all creatures arms, _ 


Faithful guards from"hoftile arms; bs 
aws the lion brood defend, 4 | Pl 
Horrid jaws that wide 6ifend;" HO ONION 
Horns che bull, reſiſil- fbfrez;:;: 
Solid hoofs the vig rou orſe; id nt | 190] 
Nimble feet the fearful tare 5 © * ere a 
Wings to fly the birds of air. a Ab 22130530 N91 1 
1 ed 25100 eee bus 
To the fox did wiles or dann 
The eraftieſt of the ſylvan tram; 
Tuſkes ſhe gave the grunting ſwine, 3 
Quills the fretful Porcupinq̃qm̃m̃ 2K 2 
Fins to ſwim, the wat'ry kind. o1 
Man the virtues of the mind; DD 17 
Nature laviſhing her ſor e 
What for woman had ſhe more? ''' 7 
Helpleſs woman! to be fair * gab 
Beauty fell to woman's ſnarem 101 269 | 
Beauty, that nor wants or fears, 1 
Swords, or flames, or ſhields, or ſp ears > 
Beauty ſtronger aid affords ne 
Stronger far than ſhields or ſwords des 1705 5G 2257 
Stronger far than ſwords or ſhieldds > © 
Man himſelf to beauty yields. | 2 D W SR. + 
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SONG 190. 0 0 tlads; 
url ed: id re 
J O nvmph that trips the yerdant plains 
N With Sally can compare; 
das wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of So! delight and chear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 
But Saily's ſmiles can all the year | ” # 


Give pleaſure to the foul.  — 1 


When from the eaſt the morn 
Illumes the world below, "_ 

Her preſence bids the god of day 1 
With emulation glow: A 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, * 


Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 


The playful lambkins ſkip around, | « 11 4443 aT* 
And hail their ſiſter fair, + 24T + 
The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat, | 


To bid the maid rejoice, | 
And mimicks, (while he ſwells his note) 


The ſweetneſs of her voice: Saree rect tal. 
The fanning Zephyrs round her play, | 
| While Flora ſheds perfume, b 
And ev'ry flowret ſeems to ſay, 0 1510 

I but for Sally bloom. = TILES: 
244 
The am'rous, vouths her charms proclaim, ons, 
From morn to eve their tale; i 254 2 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame 4 IG 
Make vocal eyery vale; ;C 
The ſtream meand'ring thro? the mead, :5 1 
Her echo'd name conveys ; a 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
7 1s turf'd to Sally's praiſe. 


I . No 


Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
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No more hall blithiaive laſs and fa 16 E pays 


To mifthfut wake reſort, ' r 
Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain” d 110 918 bn 


Advance in rural ſport : „ 1 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 199 7 
Nor myſic wake the grove, 7 © F228 N 1 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, J7 4 | 
When I forget to love, 1X Te: 
p ; | | £19 3600 Em OT 
2 e N 
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Pre 
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Ve rovers and rakes of the age; 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 
You may laugh; but, believe me, Ware all in 
wrong, rar of | 
When you merrily marriage deride ; 30 >viiart Slo 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures, Wo. 7 
And in them we can only cqafde. oh no II «vi 
'« | 1H 9791 W 
The] joys which from dels conneftioar ariſe... ak 
Are fugitive—never ſincere: hibag bat. 
Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by furprize, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fear: 
But e in legal attachments 6 Aids as 
When the heart is with innocence *— dep . e, Ch 


Iz 


1 AM IO TY and happy ; with e 


And to life's lateſt hour will endure. £ f qt 2 va Hall 


4 81 „* 5 A: #1 100 ; 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves 01 chat name, 


True love is with ſentiment join!dd 5 
But your's is a paſſion, a fev'riſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
When, 


wo 


[ 191 
When, wide confinement, ye miltreſſes dire, 
With this, and 10 that 155 are ing hls ke Abe, 


Ye are led, and miſled, by a. fatr'rin al 
And are oft by that bre deftroy'd. | 05 . 
* 1 RL. 
If you aſk me from whence my elle) . u 014 


My anſwer is ſnort — From a wife, © - 
« Who = chm, ſenſe, and N L 
choſe, 
« Which are 1 that charm us for life?? 
To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
*Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize ; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night, 
By our mutual endeavours to 1 mj 


WET: ol 182 Ana 1 4 


- 
. 1» #+t 4 


s O 192. 


E fair, poſe of ev'ry hank 
To captivate the wall ; 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
WheſeFrowns at once caq kill; 
Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 
An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And cane from the dn : 
» «SSE4TQTVE2 | | 
Great is your pow'r ; bot, greater yet, 
Mankindiit might engage; - | 
If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage; © © 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may whe; ; 
For who's to beauty blind ? 
But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 
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Attend the counſel often told, 
'Too often told-in vain ; 


Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; | 

Tho? beauty may the charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt, 


* 


n 


SONG 193. 


T7 HY heaves my fond boſom! ah! what can it 


mean? | 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 


Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is 


eg; 0: 2895 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face: 

Each moment 1 view thee, new beauties I find ; 

With thy _—_ am charm'd, but enſlay'd by thy 
mind. . 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

T here native good-humour and virtue reſide ; 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply, 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die. 


e 


SONG 164. 
H E laſs of Peaty's mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 


In ſpite of all my fill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away, 


When 
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When tedding of 4 i 1530-13t:105 070 1934 6. 
Bare-headed, on the green, 5 Bee ee 0 
Love midſt her locks did play: 75 171 
And wanton'd in her een. e 


Her arms, white, round, and Woo; 
Breaſts riſing in their dawy 3 

To age it wou ald gf give youth, 
To preſs em with his . 

Thro' all my ſpirits ran po om 7 
An ecſtacy of bliſs, 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
e in a 1 kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
dhe did her ſweets impart 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me > to love beguil'd ; 
I'w imd her for my bride. 


On! had Tall that wealch 
Hopetoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and wealth, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
d promiſe and ful fil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Peaty's mill, 
Should ſhare the fame wi” me. e e pare 


ww 
_ 
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Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſies; 

They bigg'd a bower on yon butn-brae, 

And thick d it over Wi' raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy-Bell L Ioo'd yeſtreen, 

And thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky e'en 

They. gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſly's hair's like a lint-tap ; 
She ſmiles like a May-morning, 
When Phcebus ſtarts frae Thetis“ lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand; 
Her waiſt and feet's fu genty ; 
Wih ilka grace ſhe can command: 
Her lips, O wow! they're dainty, 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like di'monds glances ; 


She's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 


She kills whene br ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 

She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill ; 

O, Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſly Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies.jee between you twa, 
Ye are ſic bonny laſſes; | 
Wae's me ; for baith I canna get, 
To ane, by law, we're ſtented; 
Then [I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented, 

I / 


* 
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RgcirArIVE. 


O Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, "I 

A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 

With ardour panted to be free: 

His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain ; 

Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain: 


Ark. 


Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, fince, by thee, 
I firit was taught ſweet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome {pring ſhall chear, 

With genial warmth, the drooping year, 

]'Il tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 

And, in my priſon, learn'd from thee | 
To warble forth ſweet liberty. , 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care; 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare : 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
To thoſe which he, poor captive! feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his libetty. 
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SONG 197. 


THROUGH all the employments of life, 
1 Each neighbour abuſes his brother; | 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife ; 
All profeſſions be rogue one another + 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine ; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


n 


* — 


SONG 198. 


LY ſwiftly ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
give; | 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove; 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain: 
The moſt fplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
-Love and wine, give ye gods! or take back what ye 
gave. | 


| be 
- 


\ 
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Like ſunny beams his golden hair : 
s voice was like the nightingale's; 
. NMlore ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 
| And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 
| 2 


| | H OW gentle was my Damon's air? 
1 


ye 


On 
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On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove ; 

Along the margin of each flream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain; 
But Damon, there, I ſeek in vain. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains, pleaſe no more z 

Each flow'r in pity droops its head ; * | 
All nature does my loſs deplote : 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain; 

Yet Damon fill I ſeek in vain, 


— — — — — 
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ARK ! *tis I, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at leaſt, diſcover; 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart J fix on; 2 4 
Ah, you little cunning vixen! 
I can ſee your roguilh ſmiles. 


Addſlids! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, 
Jill we're ſped I ſhan't have ret: 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here, an you like it, 
Ready to flrike it 
There's, at once, an end of arguing : 
I 2m her's, ſhe is mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign, 


K 3 SONG 


4 81 
SONG 201. 


HE mind of a woman can never be known, 
You never can gueſs it aright : 
I'll tell you the reafon—ſhe knows not her own, 
It changes ſo often ere night. 
Twou'd puzzle Apollo 
Her whimſies to follow; 
His oracle wou'd be a jeſt ; 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
She'll change with the wind, 
And often abuſes 
'The man that ſhe chuſes, 
And what ſhe refuſes, 


— 


12 
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HIILIARVD. 
THAT 2 men are beggars, you plainly may 
0 e 5 
For beggars there are, of ev'ry degree, 
Tho” none are ſo bleſt, or ſo happy, as we: 
Which nobody can deny, 


VincenT. 


The tradeſman, he begs that his wares you wou'd 


buy; 
Then begs you'd believe the price is not high; 
And ſwears *tis his trade, when he tells you a lye: 
Which nobody can deny. | 


HILLIARD. 


4 


HilliakD. | 
The lawyer, he begs you wou'd give him a fee, 
Tho? he reads not your brief, and regards not your 
plea ; F 
Then adviſes your foe how to get a decree: 
Which, nobody can deny, 


| MrzIEI. 
The courtier, he begs for a penſion, a place, 
A ribbon, a title, a ſmile from his grace, 
'Tis due to his merit, is writ in his face : 


Which nobody ſhou'd deny. 


RACHEL, 1 
But if, by miſhap, he ſhou'd chance to get none, 
He begs you'll believe that the nation's undone; 
There's but one honeſt man—and himſelf is that one; 
Which nobady dares deny. 9 
AurB. | 
The fair one, who labours whole mornings at home, 
New charms to create, and much pains to conſume 5- 
Yet begs you'll believe 'tis her natural bloom: | 
Which nobody ſhou'd deny. 


| HILLIARD. e 
The lover, he begs the dear nymph to comply: 
She begs he'd be gone; but her languiſhing eye 
Still begs he wod'd ſtay — for a maid ſhe can't die: 
Which none but a fool wou'd deny. 


” 
- — — — 
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Y bliſs too long my bride denies ;: 

Apace the wafting ſummer flies: 
Nor yet the wintry blalits I fear; 


Nor ſtorms, nor night, ſhall keep me here, | 
8 n What 


— —— 
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What may, for ſtrength, with ficel compare 3 
Oh! love has fetters ſtronger far: . 


Buy bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel love enchains the mind. 


No we ak then, perplex thy breaſt ; 
When thoughts torment, the firſt are 'beſd: 
- *Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay; 
Away, my 88 haſte away. 


— — 
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RE CITATIVE, 


HE ok ploughman hails the bluſhing 
awn, 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the blackbird thro? refounding n, 
And the lars n to mn the ling: ſun. a 


ak DOC 4 4 
Away, to the copſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds; 
14} warrant he ſhews us ſome play: - 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds. 
Then ſpur your. briſk Oe" WP: Ie" em "ou 
bloods 3. 
"Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn: 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no fafety can find ; 
So he breaks it, and ſcoltrs amain, - 
And leaves us at diſtance behind, 


O'er 


[201 ] | 
O'er rocks, and o'er cure: and hedges we fly, 


All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 
And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 


From ** ſtaunch and fleet pack *twas in vain that 
e fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of. the horn, 


SON G 205. 
T O ſpeak my mind of womankind, 


In one word tis this, 
By nature they're _ 
To ſay and do amils, 


Be they maids, be they wives, 

Alike they plague our lives ; 
Wanton, headſtrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and give men pain, 


Their ſtudy, day and night, 
Is miſchief, their delight ; 
And if we ſhould prevent, 
At one door, their intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
And find another out, 
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SUMMER. 


wW HEN daifies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady ſmocks, all filver white, 

Do paint the meadows with delight ; 

The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 

Mocks married man, for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 

And merry larks are plowmen's clocks; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks 3 

The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married man; for thus fings he; 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear. 


| WiNTER, 
When ificles hang by the wall, as 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail; 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, | 
And milk comes frozen home in pail : 
| When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
| Then mighty ſings the ftaring owl; 8 5 
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, tu-whit- tu-whoo, a merry merry 
note, 5 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


| 

| When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

| And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw ; 
| And birds fit brooding in the ſaow, 

| And Marian's noſe looks red and raw : 


Then 
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Then roaſted crabs hiſs. in the bowl, 
And nightly ſings the flaring owl, 
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merfy merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth Reel the pot. 


L———— ”* * 
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SONG 207. 
OVELY nymph, awage my. axguids 


| At your feet a tender ſwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh; ; 


One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad who courts you, 
He not long need ſue in vain ; 

Prince of ſong, of dance and ſports—you 
Scarce will meet the like again, 


* 992 * Firn 9 320 — 2 2 2 —— — 


SONG 208. 


WI nn early horn ſalute the morn 
That gilds this charming Place: 
With chearful ths bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vol hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, 
All, all return thi enliv ning ſound. 


—— 1 * "i as 


8 O N G 20g. 
WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks orey, 


And, ſweetly: bedappled , forbodes a fine day 
The. hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be * 5 12 * 


Then 


t 4. "li 
Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the born, 
- And join with the Jjovial crew, * 
While the ſeaſon 1 invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. | 


How charming the ſight when 9 92 firſt dawns, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt; 
Their tattins they chant as they merrily queſt, 

Then hark, &c. l 


But oh! how each boſom with tranſport i it fills, 
To ſtart juſt as Phe bus peeps over the hills; 
While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 
The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 


Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with coura ge elate, 
FPiy hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers no dangers they fear, | 
And give to the winds all vaxation and care. 


'Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 
Ours flill is repaid with contentment and health, 


Then hark, Kc. 


— — 
— 
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NOME, rouze brother ſportſmen, the hunters all 


Cry, 
We've got a good ſcent and a fav'ring ſky ; 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early fong, 


Will chide the dull ſportſmen for ſleeping ſo long: 
Bright 
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Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe. of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call to the chace; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray, 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down 

And, if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown: 

But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place 

For, as well as her charms, there are charms in 
chace. . 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy ; 

At his bruſh nimbly follows briſk Chanter and Fly; 
They ſeize on their prey; ſee his eye: balls, they roll: 
We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. 


There we'll fill vp our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 

To George, peace and glory may Heavens diſpenſe, 
And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence. 


— — 3 
, 
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O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of 
the horn, 1 | 

And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline; 

For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 

With me the ſweet melody join: 


Thro? the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 

While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, ' 
And chace the ſwift hare till he dies. 


Then 


[6] 

Then ſaddle your fleed, te the meadows and felds 
Both willin and joyous repair; 

No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields; 

Than chaſing the fox or the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting 3 1s found, 

« For when it is o'er,” as'brifk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


SON G 212. ANACREQN on HIMSELF, 


HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 
oy exhilerates my ſoul ; 

To the nine I raiſe my ſong, 

Ever fair, and ever young: 

When full cups my cares expel, 

Sober counſel then fareyel ; 

Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep 

All my ſorrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

eads me to delightful bow'rs 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs, 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
Ihen I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrarce flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain ; 


When 
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When from goblets deep and wide 
] exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 

All my ſoul unbends—T play, 
Gameſome with the young and gay. 


— 


SON G 213. Sung by Mr. PERET TI, in the 


Engliſh Opera of ARTAXERXES. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known; 3 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 


O! clear him then from this offence; 
Thy love, thy duty, prove; 

Reſtore him with that innocenee 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


„é—•— 
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O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 

N With Sally can compare; | 

She wins the Rnd of all the ſwains, ** 
And rivals all the fair: 

The beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 

But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give * to the ſoul. 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day 

With emulation glow : 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 


The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 


| [ 208 J | 
Freſh beauties deck the painted ground; 


Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 


The playful lambkins ſkip around, 


And hail the ſiſter fair. 


To bid the maid rejoice, 
And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
5 The ſweetneſs of her voice: 
he fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora he'll perfume, ; 


And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 


I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 


Her beauty and unſpotted fame. 


Make vocal every vale; 1 
The ſtream meand' ring thro the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 


And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 


Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe, 


No more ſhall blithſome. laſs and ſwain 


To mirthful wake reſort, 


Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport: 


No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the prove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow- like on the hill, 
When I forget to love. 


, SONG 


L 209 ] 
| S-O N-G 215. 
Sung in TroMas and Sal Lr. Set by Dr. Aux. 


W HEN I was a young one, what gil was like 
| me ? 

So wanton, io airy, and briſk as a bee 

I rattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where-e er 
A fiddle was heard, — to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 
*T'was, this, fir—and that, fir—but ſcarce ever nay 2 

And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. | 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man 
Well reſt him We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo pee viſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 

• : 2 a 7 088 SIS; If 
He ſnubb'd me, and huf d me, but let me alone; 
Egad ! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own: 
Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow'rd, 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word. 


Put now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 

I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago: 

This Time's a ſore foe; there's no ſhunninghis dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. A 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum- chance; 
I fill love a tune, t:.ough unable to dance; 
Arid, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


SONG 
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A Huxrixe Song. Set by Mr. Bill ox. 


Sung at VaVXx-HALT. 
REeciTATIVE, 
AR K, the born calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


| ATR. 
From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn | 


The wild heath, and the mountains fo high, 


The wild, &. 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſeed neighs to the found, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our fore-fathers ſo good, | 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, . 

By encoun'tring the hart and the boar, 
By encount'ring, &c. 

Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 

Age and youth urg'd the chace, | 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 
And taught, &c. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. 


Tho? 
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Tho' in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let our's be the prey of the field, 
Still let our's, &c, | 

With the chace full in fight, 

Gods | how great the delight ! 
How our kowd ma" rc. refine | 
How our, &c. | | 

Where is care, where is fear? 

Like the winds, in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divide, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys : 

Lo! each pants for the joys 
'That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon, &c. 

Then at eve we'll diſmount, 

Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


— — * 


5 


— — 


SONG 217. Sung by Miſs STEVENSON, 


A Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 

If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; | 
Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 

And guide me to my love, , 


» 


*Fhus, 


11 
Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Czlia mourn'd, | 
While courteors Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden Damon's well known face 
Tach rifing fear diſarms, 

He eager iprings to her embrace, 

She finks into his arms. 


— 


SONG 218. Sung by Mr. BEA RD. 
7 HO has e'er been at Baldock muſt needs know 
the mill, . , 
At the ſign of the Horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave ayd the gay, the clown and the bear, 
Without all diſtinQion promiſcuouſly go, 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beau, 
Without all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 5 


This man of the mill has a dan hter ſo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 
. That once on the ever-green bank as I flood, 
I'd ſwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the flood; 
That once, &c. | | 


But looking again, I perceiv'd my miſtake ; 
For Venus, tho? fair, has the looks of a rake, 
While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 
The more beautiful looks of the laſs of the mill; 


While nothing, &c, 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 
To enliven that maſs which he modell'd of clay : 
Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 
Had ſav'd him the trouble of robbing the ſkies ; 

Had Polly, &c. 


_ 


Sincs 
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Since firſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 
I can never be quiet; but do what J will, 
All day and all night I ſigh, and think ſtill 
I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill; 
All day and all night I ſigh, and think ſtill 
I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill. 


n * | | 


$ONG 219. 


Written by WILLIAu WarrrenraD, Eſq; Poet | 
Laureat. Sung by Mr. Bear. 


E S, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleafing plague ſtole on me: 
*T1s not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel '; 
*T1s not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
*Tis.not her ſhape, for there the fates 
Have rather been unciv1l, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


*T 1s not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 

And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman : 

Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
*Tis both perhaps, or neither ; 

In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm, 

In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


SONG 
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SONG 220, 
Sung by Mr. Marrocxs inLovzinaViLLace, 


O H ! had I been by fate decreed 

Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſſetta's ſight to feed 

My flocks upon the plain, 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 

Which now I ne'er muſt know? 
Ye envious pow'rs ! why have ye plac'd © 

My fair one's lot fo low ? 


FF 4 —_— _ 
=— — 


* 
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SONG 221. Sung in Couvus. 


OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 

Where woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you : 
Down each ſide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'cr the moſſy ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Pha bus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round. 


Round the lariguid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, fleep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe, 
The fair does all alone repoſe; 
All alone; yet in her arms | 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſt and blefling you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone, 
The joys of love are joys alone, 


* 
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$ONG 222. Set by Dr. Ax B. In ETA. 


fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 
it each night they went ſafely to reſt, | 
And they merrily ſung thro? the day : 
But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear! 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green be no more? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
. Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad ? 
Shall the looms be all Ropp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 
Maſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 

And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide ? 


Muſt religion expire on the ground, 


And ſhall virtue fink down by her fide ? 


— — = MBS 4 a rs IC 4 Mt. * B et 12 
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8 ON G 223. 
Set by Mr. Wok Ax. Sung at Vaux-HAaLL. 


IN CE wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins 
ff deſpis'd, . is 
To all batchelors, greeting, theſe lines are premis'd : 
I'm a maid that would matry—ah ! could I but find 
care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 


(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 


Not the fair-weather'd fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs ; 
Not the ſquire, who can relfſh no joys but the chace ; 
Nor the free-thinking rake whom no morals can bind; 
Neither this, that, nor Yothers the man to my mind. 
Neither this, &c. 1 


* 
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Not the ruby- fac d ſot, who topes world without end; 
Nor the drone who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 
Nor the fool, that's too fond ; nor the churl that's un- 


kind ; | | 
Neither this, that, nort'other's the man to my mind, 


Neither this, &c. 


Not the rich, with full bags, without breeding or merit; 
Nor the flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit; 

Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 


Neither this, &c. 


But the youth whom good-ſenſe and good-nature in- 
Whom 2 muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould ad- 
In whoſe heart bw and truth are with honour con- 
This, PLS a a the man to my mind, | 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


. 


2 


* a 9 i 
SONG 224. Sung by Mr. Marrocks 
| in Love in a VILLAGE. 


My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word, farewel ! 


O H! how ſhall I, in language weak, 


Farewel—but know, tho? thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 

Go where 1 will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


G 
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SONG 225. Sung by Mrs. PIR To 
in Love in a ViLLaGe. 


OUNG I arm, and ſore afraid: 
* Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 1 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 

Men too often we believe 


And ſhou'd you my truth deceive, 


Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my. tender heart wou'd break. 


SONG 226, 
HOPE: A PasToRar. Set by Mr. Azxe, 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
[ ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


have found out a gift for my fair, 
1 have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who cauld rob a poor bird of its young: 
I loy'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 


Such tenderneſs, &c. 
L Put 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray, 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 


| The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
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And where are her grots, and her bow'rs; 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 


And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love 1s not equal to mine, 
But their love 1s not equal to mine. 


_—) — 


„— 


SONG 227. The Words by Mr. Gar. 


LL in the Downs our fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew? 


William, who high, upon the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below, 
The cord ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
'The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! 
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O Suſan ! Suſan ! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again. 92 3s 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that fill points to thee, 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell the ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coalt we ſail, 

Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 

Thy ſkin is ivory fo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wake in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drcp from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 


The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; 

They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 


Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lilly hand. 


L 2 SONG 
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8 ON G 228. Set by Mr. Mich Akt Arne, and | 
Sung by Miſs Waichr, at RanteLacn. 


| OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
| And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with io ample a ſhare, 
'That men call her the laſs with the delicate air, 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 


— 


By a murmuring brook, by a green moſly bed, 
A chaplet compoling, the fair one was laid: 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 

And pierc'd without pity, my innocent heart: 

And from thence, how to win the dear maid, was my 
| care ; | 

For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd 1 was 
rude, | 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude :. 

1 anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there. 

But laid all the blame on her delicate air; 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hope ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond pain. 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, 

But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air. 


1 A thouſand 
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A thouſand times ſince, I've repeated my ſuit; 

But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 

Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the fair, 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


"—_ K 


— 


SONG 229. Sung by Mifs Daviks at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr, SauuEL HOwARD. 


E T the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the 
ſwain, Ti 8 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown ; 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over- blown. 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd tothe heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart ; 

Or, in »laintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers, will flow, 


Tho? filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of fighs ; 
But when he accoſts you, in meadow or. grove, 

His tale is ſo tender, he cooes like the dove. 


— 2» 


SONG 230. A BAcchANALIAN Sox, from 
Fawkts's ANACREON. Set by Mr. YATES, 


DAC CH Us, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 

Still exhilerates my ſoul 

Wich the raptures of the bowl. 


Ly Then 
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Then with feather'd feet I bound, - 
Dancing in a feſtive round ; | | 
Then I feel in ſparkling wine 
Tranſports delicate, divine. 9nd 7 


Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 
Song delights, and beauty charms : 
Debonair, and light and gay, 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


1 
2 _ —_— 
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SONG 231. Sung by Mr. Lows. 
Set by Mr. WorGan. 


T HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day, 
When from an hazle's artleſs bow'r 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 
e bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


Let fops with fickle falſtood range 
The paths of wanton love, 

Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 

And ſadden ev'ry grove : 

But endleſs bleflings crown the day 
I aw fair E'ſham's dale, TY 

And*ev'ry bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the dale, 


Her ſhape was like the reed; ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair; 
Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were! 


Far 


r 
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Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found; "Ir" 
And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir'd 
To fence her beauties round. "i 


That nature in ſo lone a dell 11 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, * 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 100 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! | 
Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride ; 
But ſhe would ne'er incline : 
% Prove to your equals true,” ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 


« *Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 
« Has won my right good- will; 
+ To him I gave my plighted yow, 
«© With him I'll climb the hill.“ 
Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair; 
To her alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care, 


j * 
”- 
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SONG 232. Sung by Mr. Bearp in the 
SHEPHERD'S LOTTERY. Set by Dr, Boyce. 


T O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
eclar'd his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong ; 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love; 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, - 
And doated on each can a lover do more? 


” 


He waited, and waited, then, changing his ſtrain, 
*Tis fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain l. 


* 
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The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 


And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd downright: 
*T'was his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there; 
No roſe - bud fo tempting, no lilly ſo fair: 
He preſs'd her white hand—next her li ps he eſſay d; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid: 
Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 
Aud dear Amaryllis——was thought of no mot e. 


1 


— — 


SONG 233. The Mex will Romance. 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play- 
things aſide, | 
I conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride: 
By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance, 
For the maids will believe, and the men will romance, 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excell'd, 
Such a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld! 
'That to gaze on my neck was all raptureand trance ! 
Oh! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 

And ſwore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall ; 
On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance : 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before; 
He ogled and ſigh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


Then 


„ 

Then day after day I his company had: 

At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad: 

But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance, 


But tho' my papa would not give us a ſhilling, 

My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing ; 

So to church we both went, and at night had adance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


—_— 


— — —_ 
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8 0 N G 234. The SrinnixnG-Wapger; Set 
by Mr. BAL Dow. Sung at Vaux-Hatr, 


O UN Collin, fiſhing near the mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the hill, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r cou'd feel, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r cou'd feel, 
The mill was ſtopt, no miller there; 
She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear, 
She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear, 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel, 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel.. 


9 


Thy cheeks, ſays he, like peaches bloom; 
Thy breath is like the ſpring's —— 3 
On thy ſweet lips my love PH ſeal, | 
On thy ſweet, &c. 
Yon ſtately ſwans, ſo white and ſleek, 
Are like to Sally's breaſt and neck, 
Are like, &c. 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel, 
But ſtill, &c. 
Tho' fair-one, beauty's tranſient pow'r 
Fades like the new- blown gaudy flow'r ; 
Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell, 
Not ſo, &C, - bs e 
L 5 ror 
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For where ſweet modeſiy appears, 
We never ſee the vale of years, 
We never, &c. 
She ſmil'd and ſtopp'd her qpinningowhee)," 
She ſmil'd, &c. 


The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says ſhe, I ſcorn for peace and health, 
Where honeſt labour earns her meal, 

Where honeſt, &c. : 
Who tells the flatt'rer's common ales, | 
Can ne'er o'er my true heart prevail, 

Can ne'er, &c. 
And make me leave my pinning-whedl, 
And make, &c. 


The ſwain who loves the virtuous mind, 

Alone can mere young Sally T ade 2 
For him I'll toil, I'll ſpin and reell, 
For him III toil, PII, 15 in and reel. 

It is the voice, ſays de, of love, 

Come haſten to yon church above, 

Come haſten to yon church above. | 5 6. 
She bluſh'd and left her ſpinning- wheel, 
She bluſh'd and left her pinning-wheel.” 


1 — 
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SONG 235. The Marquis of Granzy., 


H ©? Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and 
Pruſſia, | 
| Have heroes who claim truths attention, 
In the roll of fair fame, as he took down each name, 


Some Britons 1 ſaid he ſhould mention: „ 
And ſince we have men, who are worthy his pen, | 
Who for England a@ nobly as can be, ] 


When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he open'd his lift, 
And in front ſtood the marquis of Granby. 


* 


Old 


(3:22) T 

Old Time ſhook his ſcythe as he tott'ring ſtood by, 
His iron teeth dreadfully grated ; 

But the fad looking crone clear'd his brow. from 2 

frown 
When Fame had my errand related : | 

The cheeks of the churl with a ſmile ſeem'd to curl, 
And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be, 

Says the ſingle-lock'd ſeer, friend, this point's pretty. 

' clear, | 
We all love the marquis of Granby. 


Let curs in the manger, let male- contents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our race is, 3 
That our fathers were manly, were vig' rous and brave, 
And their hearts we might read in their faces. 

What our anceſtors were, at preſent we are; 
I can prove it as plainly as can be: 

Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 
Behold but the marquis of Granby.. 


Had the cynic Diogenes liv'd to this day, 
He'd thrown down his lanthorn to view him; 
He's eſteem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, 
And fox-hunters hark away to him; | 
By his monarch. ſent over to break the French cover, 
With bold pack, as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, 
Of Britiſh true- blues, to haunt the French Jews, . 
When led by the marquis of Granby;. 


Bigot Spain has vaſt wealth; ; fickle France has rich: 
Wines; - 3 
The Italians ſhow. marvellous banners; 
The Indians may boaſt of em'rald- field mines; 
But Lincolnſhire boaſts of its Manners : 
The di'monds when worn the wearer adorn, 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be! 
But a flaſh from ſuch toys is momentary joys, 
For the jewel of m— is Granby. 
| | 


How 
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Now the hazards of war for a ſeaſon ſubſide, 
His country commands not his duty : 
Blow winds, to his wiſhes ; be fafety his guide 
To England, love, friendſhip, and beauty, 
From—what-d'ye-call—Paderborn, may he happy 
3 return, E's 
Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be; 
What ſhall we fay then? why there's Granby again, 
And again to the marquis of Granby. 


. 
mii 


* — 


SONG 236. By J. Da vpzx. 


ALM was the even, and clear was the ſky, 
And the new budding flowers did ſpring, 
When all alone went Amyntas and I, | 
To hear the ſweet nightingales ſing. 
I ſat, and he laid him down by me, 
But ſcarcely his breath he could draw : 
- For when, with fear, he began to draw near, 
1 He was daſh'd with a ha, ha, ha. 


He bluſh'd to himſelf, and lay fill a while, 
And his modeſty curb'd his deſire; 
But ſtraight I oercame all h's fear with a ſmile, 
Which added new flame to his fire. 
O Silvia, faid he, you are cruel, 
To keep your 5p lover in awe; 
Then once more he preſt his hand to my breaſt, 
Bat was daſt'd with a ha, ha, ha. k 
©  Tknew'twas his paſſion that caus'd all his ſear, 
= And therefore 1 pity'd his caſe ; 
I whifper'd him ſoftly, there's nobody near, 
And laid my cheek cloſe to his face. 
But as he grew bolder and bolder, 
A ſhepherd came by us and ſaw; 
But juſt as our bliſs we began with a kiſs, 
He laugh'd out with a ha, ha, ha, 
= 8 i SONG 
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SONG 237. 


EH OLD, from many an haſtile ſhore, 
B And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 

Your faithful Tom's return'd again; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native foil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 

And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, | 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend, 


— —— —— 


SONG 238. 


9 IS maſonry unites mankind, 

To generous actions forms the ſoul ; 
So ftri in union we're conjoin'd, 

One ſpirit animates the whole. 


n 


Then let mankind our deeds approve, 
Since union, harmony and love, 
Shall waft us to the realms above. 


Where'er aſpiring domes ariſe, 
Wherever ſacred altars ſtand ; 
Thoſe altars blaze up to the ſkies, 
Thoſe domes proclaim the maſon's hand. 


Then let, &c. 


The 
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The ſtone unſhap'd as lumber lies, 
Till maſon's art its form refines ;- 
So paſſions do pur ſouls diſguiſe, 


Till ſocial virtue calms our minds. 
Then let, &c. 


Let wretches at our manhood rail ; 
But thoſe who once our judgment 5 
Will own that we, who build ſo wel 
With equal energy can love. 
Then let, &c. 


Tho? fill our chief concern and care 
Be to deſerve a brother's name ; 
For ever mindful of the fair, 
Their choiceſt favours ſtill we claim. 
Then let, &c. | 


From us pale diſcord long is fled, ' 
With all her train of -mortal ſpite, 
Nor in our lodge dares ſhew her head, 
Sunk in the gloom of endleſs night.. 
'Then let, &c. 


My brethren charge your glaſſes high 
To our grand maſter's noble name; 
Our ſhouts ſhall beat the vaulted fky, 
And ev'ry tongue his praiſe rs. 
Then let, &c. 


$.0NG 239. 


ET hed be now my theme, 
Throughout the globe to ſpread its 1 
And eternize each worthy brother's name; 
Your praiſe ſhall to the ſkies reſound, 
In laſting happineſs abound, 
And with ſweet union all your deeds, your deeds be 
crown'd, 
Cnokus. 


ö 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Cnokus. 


Sing then, my muſe, to maſons glory ; 
Your names are ſo rever'd ,in-ſtory, ©, © + 
That all th' admiring world do,now adore Yes 


Let harmony divine inſpire | 

Your ſouls with love and gen'rous fire, 

To copy well wiſe Solomon, your fire : 

Knowledge ſublime ſhall fill each heart 

The rules of geometry t'impart, g 

Whilſt wiſdom, ſtrength, aud beauty, crown the glo- 
rious art. 


Sing then, &c. 


Let noble Beaufort's health go round, 
In ſwelling cups all care be drown'd, 
And hearts united,” mongſt the craft be found: 
May everlaſting ſcenes of joy 
His peaceful hours of bliſs employ, 
Which Time's all-conqu'ring hand ſhall ne er, ſhall 
neꝰ er deſtroy. 
Sing chen, &c. 


My brethren, thus all cares reſign, 

Your hearts let glow with thoughts divine, 

And veneration ſhew to Solomon's ſhrine. 

Our annual tribute thus we'll pay, | 

That late poſterity ſhall fay, 

Wel ve * with joy 125 glorious, happy, happy 
ay. 

Sing then, &c. 


8 ON G 
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V maſon's art th' aſpiring dome 
In various columns ſhall ariſe; 
All elimates are their native home; 
Their godlike actions reach the ſkies. 
Heroes and kings revere their name, 
While poets ſing their laſting fame. 


Great, noble, generous, good, and brave, 
| Are titles they moſt juſtly claim; 

Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
| Which ſome unborn ſhall loud proclaim. 
| Time ſhall their glorious acts inroll, 
While love and friendfhip'charm. the ſoul. 
| 


— 
—— 
— — — 


SONG 241. 


'T 7 E brethren, free maſons, let's mark the great 
name, 

Moſt antient and loyal, recorded by fame ; 

In unity met, let us. mernly ſing : 

The life of a maſon's like that of a king. 


| No diſcord, no envy, amongſts us ſhall be; 

No confuſion of tongues, but let's all agree; 

Not, like building of Babel, confound one another, 
| But fill up your glaſſes, and drink to each brother. ; 
| 


A tower they wanted to lead them to blifs ; | f 
| I hope there's no brother but knows what it is; 
| Three principal ſteps in our ladder there be, p 
| A myſt'ry to all, but to thoſe that are free. 0 


Let 
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Let the ſtrength of our reaſon keep the ſquare of our 


heart, 
And virtue adorn ev'ry man in his part; 
The name of a Cowan we'll not ridicule, 
But pity his blindneſs, and count him a fool. 


Let's lead a good life, whilſt power we have; 

And when that our bodies are laid in the grave, 

We hope with good conſcience to heav'n to climb, 
And give Peter the paſs-word, the token, the ſign; 


Saint Peter he opens, and ſo we paſs in | 
To a place that's prepar'd for all thoſe free from fin 
To that heavenly lodge which is tyl'd moſt ſecure ; 

A place that's prepar'd for all thoſe that are pure. 


—_—_——_ 


SONG 2242. 


N, on, my dear brethren, purſue the good 
lecture, 4 1 * 

And refine on the rules of old architecture 3 

High honour to maſons the craft daily brings, 

To thoſe brothers of princes, and fellows of kings. 


We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the ſtage, 
And reviv'd the old arts of Auguſtus' fam'd age, 
And Veſpaſian deſtroy'd the vaſt temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe under great Beaufort's reign. 


The noble five orders, compos'd with ſuch art, 

Shall amaze the ſwift eye, and engage the whole 
heart ; 

Proportion, ſweet harmony, gracing the whole, 

Gives our work, like the glorious creation, a ſoul. 


Then, 
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Then, maſter, and brethren, preſerve your great 
name; - . - | 

This lodge, ſo majeſtic, ſhall purchaſe your fame : 

Rever'd it ſhall ftand till all nature expire, | 

And it's glories ne'er fade till the world is on fire. 


See, ſee, behold here what rewards all our toil, 
Inſpires our genius, and bids labour ſmile: 

To our noble grand- maſter let a bumper be crown'd; 
To all maſons a bumper; ſo let it go round, 


Again, my lov'd brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our ancient firm union cement with a glaſs; 
And all the contention mong maſons ſhall be, 
Who better can work, or who better agree. 


_ 4 
P 
* W 


— 


SONG 243. 


B* HOLD, in a lodge we dear brethren are met, 
And in proper order together are fet; 
Our ſecrets to none but ourfelves ſhall be known; 
Our aQions to none but free maſons be ſhewn. 

h Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Let brotherly love be among us reviv'd'; 

Let's ſtand by our laws, that are wiſely contriv'd ; 

And then all the glorious creation ſhall ſee, 

That none are ſo loving, fo friendly as we. 
Derry down, &c. | | 


The temple, and many magnificent pile, 

E'en buildings now ſtanding within our own iſle ; 
With wiſdom contriv'd, with beauty refin'd, 
With ſtrength. to ſupport, and the building to bind. 


Derry down, &c. 
1 1 Thoſe 


at 
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Thoſe noble grand ſtructures will always proclaim 

What, honour 1s due to a free maſon's name ; | 

E'en ages to come, when ovr work they ſhall ſee, 

Will ftrive with each other, like us, to be free. 
Derry down, &c. 


V hat tho” ſome, of late, by their ſpleen plainly ſhew, 
They fain wou'd deride what they gladly wou'd know ; 
Let ev'ry true brother theſe vermin deſpiſe, | 
And the antient grand ſecret keep back from their 
eyes. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then, brethren, let's all put our hand to our heart, 


And refolve from true maſonry ne'er to depart : 
And when the laſt trumpet on earth ſhall deſcend, 


Our lodge will be clos'd, and our ſecret ſhall end. 


Derry down, &c. AS 


— 


Maſon's daughter, fair and young, 
A The pride of all the virgin throng, 
Thus to her lover faid: 
Though, Damon, I your flame approve, 
Your actions praiſe, your perſon love, 
Yet ftill VII live a maid, 


None ſhall untiè my virgin zone, 

But one to whom the ſecret's known 
Of fam'd free maſonry ; F.1 
In which the great and good combine, 
To raiſe, with generous defign, 

Man to felicity. 


. 
* 


„ 


L 236 ] 


The lodge excludes the fop and fool, 
The plodding knave, and party tool, 
That liberty would fell: - 
The noble, faithful, and the brave, 
No golden charms can e'er deceive 
In flavery to dwell. 


This ſaid, he bow'd and went away; 

Apply was made, without delay 
Return'd to her again; 

Fhe fair one granted his requeſt, 

Connubial joys their days have bleſt; 
And may they e'er remain. 


— 


2 


— — — ——— 


SONG 245. 
Tune, Marquis of GRAN BT. 


ATTEND to the Rory. 
I'll now lay before ye; 


1 


Tis whimſical, faith, and tis true, too; 


And, what 1s yet more, 

It was ne'er told before, | | 
You may therefore conclude that *tis new, too 

Let Ward, James, and Hill, 

Boaſt of powder and pill, 
I've a noſtrum that's truly cephalic, 

Which taken with lead, 

Cures a pain in the head; 
It is therefore call'd Pulv. Antigallic. 


When Galaſſoniere 

Off Mahon did appear, | 
What a blunder was made thro? neglect on't! 

Had Byng given our foes 

Of this powder a doſe, 


He 


( 


Ye 


It 


Of 


He 
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He had preſently ſeen the effect on't; 

But he with French gold, 
As the ſtory is told, 

Had been touch'd, ſo with-held the cephalic: 
For which, to his head "© 
Was adminiſter'd lead, 

By the virtue of Pulv. Antigallic. 


In the year forty-five 
Britain's arms ſeem'd to thrive, 

And that year was accounted prophetic ; 
"Twas then Cumberland's duke 
Gave the rebels a puke; 

(For this powder act; as an emetic) 
Hawke, Warren and How, 
Did its virtues well know, 

and Granby oft us'd this cephalic ; 
But Sackville, thro? fear, 

When the French were ſo near, 

Made no uſe of his Pulv. Antigallic. 


Tho? ſome folks have thriv'd from't, 
And honours deriv'd from't, % 
Yet others have dy'd in abuſe on't; 
Like the phyſical tribe, 
We with care ſhou'd preſcribe, 
For its virtue conſiſts in the uſe on't: 
When apply'd to our friends, 
To attain private ends, 
| then loſes its virtue cephalic ; 
Then let us beware 
Whom we truſt with the care 
Of our glorious Pulv. Antigallic. 


SONG 
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SONG 246. 


TT OW glorious their virtue, who nobly contrive 

H The means to keep freedom and friendſhip 
alive; 

Who, firmly united, in harmony ing; ; 

Whoſe hearts are true blue to their country and king: 

All Albions are ſuch, hear the trumpet of fame, 

Our order 1s happy, and glorious the name. 


Let poor thoughtleſs wretches repair to a club, 

Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub; 
We ne'er let ſuch fools our ſociety join; 

For love and good-will crown each glaſs of our wine, 


CruorwUs. 


You ne'er hear an Albion another defame ; 
Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


The rules we adhere to are loyal and right; 
An Albion's a patriot, , to ſpeak or to fight: | 
| How bleſt were old England, to combat her foes, 
IF all knew as much as a true Albion knows. 


CHORU 8s. ial 


To all ſocial virtue we juſtly lay claim. "PIP 
Our order 1 is happy, and glorious, the name. 


The ladies confeſs, with a fatisfy'd IO 05 
That none like an Albion is form'd for the fair; 17 
A whiſper, a look, and ſome moments chit- chat, 
Soon brings on agreement, and love, and all that. 


CRHRORusS. 


Each beauty s convinc'd that fincere 15s our flame, A 


Our order is happy, and glorious the name. wy 
2 


Old 
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Old Time our ſociety's worth ſhall enrol, 

And Albions be honour'd from pole unto pole : 
Now raiſe up your voices, and chearfully ſing 
Succeſs to all Albions, and God fave the king, 


CnO RUS. 


As ſpotleſs as ſnow is our ſtory in fame; 
Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


ä — 


— 


SONG 247. Apvics to the Lavies. 
Sung by Miſs STEevznson, at Vauxhall. 


Orgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
F If aught too much I do; 
Permit me, while I fing my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too. 
Let modeſty, that heav'n-born maid, 
Your words and actions grace; 


Tis this, and only this, can add 


New luſtre to your face. 


'Tis this which paints the virgin cheeks 
Beyond the power of art, 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks 
The goodneſs of the heart. 

This index of the virtuous mind 
Your lovers will adore; | 

'Tis this, will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave; 
And learn, by diſtance, to maintain, 


The power your beauty gave. 
For 


1 


For this, when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protect; 

The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
But ne'er creates reſpect. 


With this, their ſilly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude, 

Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 

Your charms, when cheap, will ever pall, 
They ſully with a touch, 

And tho? you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much,  _ 


But, patient, let each virtuous fair 


Expect the gen”rous youth 
Whom heav*n has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 


And bleſs'd with love and truth: I 
For him alone, reſerve her hand, 
And wait the bappy day, | 
When he with juſtice can command, 

And ſhe with joy obey. R 

i _ 
SONG 248. W 

S Damon Rtray*d through yonder grove, W 

In penfive mood a muſing, | | 

He there beheld the queen of love, _—= 
Her fav'rite theme peruſing ; | 
Her breaſts they ſwell'd with heaving ſighs, Th 
a5 | 8 


And deep oppreſs'd as can be; 
And ever and anon ſhe cries, 


«6 I die to taſte of ſhawnbee. | 
«« Oft 
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« Of: Chloe with her darling ſwain 
« Retreat to ſhady bow'rs, 
© There quenching love's fierce raping pain 
«© With bliſs — 1 the hours «4 wt 
« And Sylvia too does joys poſſeſs, 
«© And pleaſure great as can be; 
« For Strephon does her paſſion bleſs, 
« And has her will of ſhawnbee. 


« O. Cupid, god of pleaſing love, 
«© As ſo thou art, befriend me, 
« O kindly now my pray'r approve, 
And to my aid now ſend me | 
« Some ſprightly youth that's made to charm 
« A maiden warm as can be, vB WY 
« With rapture ev'ry ſenſe alarm, 
« And let me taſte of ſhawnbee,” 


He perſonated then the boy, 
And faith ſincere preſented, 
But with exceſs of ſwelling joy, 
Upon the ground ſhe fainted ; 
Reſolv'd to yield, what would betide, mY 
Her legs were wide as could be, | 
Then Damon ſlipt between the ſtride, 
And let her taſte of ſhawnbee, 


With eager graſp each other preſs'd, 
Their melting ſouls diffolving ; 

Whilſt twining th=s the hams embrac'd, 
In circling folds revolving 

With cloſer ſqueeze ſhe murm'ring cries, 
« Puſh farther, if it can be,” 

Then fighing deep again ſhe dies— 
Such pleaſure is in ſhawnbee, 


M SONG 
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SONG 249. 
Sung by Mr. Snurza in Lovs in a ViLLace, 


HEN 1 follow'd a laſs that was froward and 


; | Ys | 
Oh! I tuck to ber ſtuff till I made her comply; 


Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt: 
When hugg'd and haul'd, 
She ſqueal'd and ſquall'd; 
But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 
Yet I pleas d her ſo well, that the bore it again. 
Then hoity, toity, - | 
Whiſky, friſky, 
Green was her gown upon the — ; 
Oh ! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days. 


F FI * FFI n a. 


— 


1 


80 N G. 250. 
as mean you, Shon Engliſh, you make dis 


great poder, 
Wit your ef and your puthen, your dis dat and 
t'other, 
Pray vat — you mean, ſir, hit de Frenchman in the 
tee 
Wit your beef and your puthen, your puthen and 
beef, Perry down, &c. 


Vat tho? we've no beef nor puthen to eat, 

We have de fine frogs that be very cood meat; 

We make de friggaſee, with bon ſoap and ſallat, 
Which very —_— ſuits wit de grand Frenchman's 


pallat. erry down, &c. 
FE | You 


Pak Gt=moas O.k.=... 
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[ 243 J 
You ſay dat your beef make you ne'er fear de gon, 
But remember Shon Engliſh we make you to run 
After us at Blenheim and Malplaquet battle, 


Where de gons they do rore, and de drums they do 
rattle. Derry down, &c. 


But now we muſt tell you with much complaiſance, 

We intended to have pay*d you one viſit from France; 

And if monſir Hawke would let us come over 

In our flat bottom boats, we'd land juſt at Dover. 
Derry down, &c. 


But de De'el pick de Hawke, he will not fly away, 

But in de Breſt harbour oblige» us to ſtay, 

Come ſquinting, and peeping and play is mad frolic, 

Which gave our poor ſailors von fit of de cholic. 
Derry down, &c. 


But now we vill tell you vat come by and bye, 

Our admiral he take out his glaſs for to ſpy ; 

He holloa's truſs up, boys there's nothing to fear, 

Shon Engliſh be gone, and de coaſt it be clear. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then we fail'd out amain, and we thought to do 
ſomething, 
But de dogs came again, and vid balls big as pamkins, 
They pounce us, and pelt us, and make ſuch a clatter, 
Dat two or tree of our ſhips fell down in de vater. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then monſieur Conflans was in very great paſhon, 
And thought he'd do ſomething for de honour of his 
nation; 4 
He boldly commands without more delay, 
Vou dogs take your heels and let's all run away. 
| Derry down, &c. 
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HURSDAY in the morn the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by dawn of day, 

The lofty ſails of France advancing now; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour thine, 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line; 

Let every man ſupply his gun, 

Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
That the battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 

To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiaat mind to victory doth aipire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the fea is all on fire; 
And mighty fate ſtood looking on, 

Whilſt a flood, all of blond, 
Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing-Sun. 


Sulphur, ſmoak and fire, diſturbing the air, 

With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ſhore; 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 

To ſee their lofty ſtreamers now no more : 
At fix o'clock, the red the ſmiling victors led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow ; 

Now death and horror equal reign, 

Now they cry, run or die, 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


. 


See they fly amaz'd thro' rocks and ſands, 
One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate; 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 
The nymphs and ſea- gods mourn their loſt eſtate ; 
| For 


3 


Ss... HE 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing-Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun; 
Enough, thou 2 god of war! 
Now we ſing, bleſs the king, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh tar. 


SONG 2x2. 


T EAVE off this idle prating, 
- Talk no more of Whig and Tory ; 
But fill your glaſs, | 
Round let it pals, 
The bottle ſtands before ye. 


Fill it up to the top, 
Let this night with mirth be crown'd, 
| Drink about, | 
See it out, 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


We gain both life and pleaſure 
7 By love and hearty drinking : 
While ſtateſmen plod, 
And wink and nod, 
To kill themſelves with thinking. 
Fill it, c. 


If any are ſo zealous, 

To be a party's minion, 
Let 'em drink like me, 
They'll ſoon agree, 

And be of one opinion, 
Fill it, &c. 
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If claret be a bleſſing, 
This night devote to pleaſure, 
Let ſtate affairs, 
And worldly cares, 
Attend us more at leiſure. 
Fill it, &c. e 


— 2 , — 
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A S long as our coaſt does with whiteneſs appears 
Still Albion ftands foremoſt in verſe; 

Whilſt harmony, friendſhip, and joys are held dear, 
New bards ſhall our praiſes rehearſe. 


| CHORUS, 

Though lodges leſs favour'd, leſs happy, decay, 
Deſtroy'd by old Time as he runs; 

Though Maſons, Gregorians, and Bucks fade away, 
Still Albion ſhall live in her ſons. 


If envy attempts our fuccefs to impede, 
United we'll trample her down: 
If factions ſhou'd threaten, we'll ſhew we're agreed, 
And diſcord ſhall} own we are one. | 
Though lodges, &c. 


Whilſt with ardour we glow this our order to raiſe, 
Promoting its welfare and peace; 
Old Albion's return, our endeavours to praiſe, 
And new ones confirm the increaſe. 
Though lodges, &c. 


Go on, cries our parent ; for Time is your friend, 
His flight ſhall encreaſe your renown ; 

Gay mirth ſha!l your gueſt be, and Bacchus attend, 
And joy all our meetings ſhall crown. 


Though lodges, &c. 
ws s O N 
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8 HE tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree, 
And — thinks of a hogthead whene'er ſhe ſees 


For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt I 

Reſolve to forſake her, or claret deny : 

Muſt I leave my dear bottle, that was always my 
friend, 

And 1 hope will continue ſo to my hfe's end ? 

Matt [ leave it for her, tis a very hard taſk; 

Let her go to the devil, bring rother full flaſk. 


Had ſhe tax'd me with gaming, and bid me forbear, 
Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an ear; 

Had ſhe found out my Chloris up three pair of ſtairs, 
I had baulk'd her and gone to St. James's ay'rs; 
Had ſhe bade me read homilies three times a oy 9 

She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to ay 5 
But at 5 to deny me a flaſk of dear red, 

Let her ge to the devil, there's no more to be cid, 


SONG 255. 


IN os there's no ſmall dif”rence *twixt drown- 
and drinking, 
We'll ti wn. and pray too, like mariners finking ; 
Whilſt they drink ſalt- water, we'll pledge em in wine, 
And pay our devotion at Bacchus's ſhrine. 
Oh! Bacchus, great Bacehus, for ever defend us, 
And plentiful ſtore of good Burgundy ſend us. 


From cenſuring the ſtate, and what paſſes above, 
From a ſurfeit of cabbage, from law-ſuits and love; . 
M 4 From 


— —— —— > 


And leave ſober cits to defraud and betray, 
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From meddling with ſworde, and ſuch dangerous things, 
An3 handling of guns in defiance of kings; 
Oh! Bacchus, &c, 


From riding a jade that will ſtart at a feather, 


Or ending a journey with Joſs of much leather ; 
From the folly of dying for grief or deſpair, 
With our heads in the water, or heels in the air: 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. 


—— 


SONG 256. 
AOME, come ye choice ſpirits, together reſort, 


In your holiday ſuits, to great Comus's court : 
The heartieſt of bloods are the joyous and free; 


And who are ſo joyous, ſo happy as we ? 


We harbour no precepts by dull Cynics taught; 

We practiſe no rules with ſobriety fraught : 

The thoughts of our hearts you may read in our eyes; 
For knowing no terror, we need no diſguiſe, 


„ 


By ſanQify d maxims are hypocrites ſway'd ; 


But we all the children of pleaſure are bred : 
By her dictates alone we are guided, to prove 


The delight of the bottle, and raptures of love, 


That giant the watchman we never can dread ; 
His intruſion we puniſh by breaking his head ; 


Champaign and Burgundy expel all our care, 


And we toaſt the kind girl, be ſhe black, brown, or fair. 


When love has poſſeſt us, ſome damſel we hire, 


Whoſe eyes, like the liquor, inflame our deſire, 
So, joyous and hearty, we'll drink and be gay, 
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0 INC E pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jeſt, 

6 In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the 
| beſt ; ap 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, 

\\ hile I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'!l keep up the chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. 


Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, , £24 
No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul ; x 

If care, or ill- nature, ſhould come in my reach, 

And foaming with rage, like a methodiſt preach ; 

V/ hile I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 

]'il trip up their heels and cry ha-ha ha-ha. 


To be happy, Pll laugh as the minutes advance, 
Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'Il dance; 
But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 

If Lucy, my good-temper*'d Lucy, be there; 
She, knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tune of love's ha-ha-ha-ha. 


I'll laugh thro? the world, in defiance of ftrife, 

For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 

I'll make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 

Look over his ſhoulder, and Jong for a tafte ; 

Then, friends, while your boſoms are free from a 
flaw, | 


Swell round the gay chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. 
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S ON G 258. Sung by Mr. Lows. 

The Words by Mr. G. F. 
VE dull thinking ſouls, who by troubles are preſt, 
I That are ftrangers alike both to joy and to reſt, 
Adhere to my maxims, I teach you the way, 
To be ever contented, good-humour'd, and gay; 
No remedy's furer to drive away pain, 
Than a bumper of Claret or ſparkling Champaign, 


Ve lovers who live by the ſmiles of the fair, 

Whom a frown from your miſtreſs can drive to de- 
ſpair; | 

Shou'd ſhe chance to be peeviſh, HI-natur'd and fhy ; 

Why leave her alone, and ne'er flatter nor ſigh ; 

Deſpiſe all her art,, and forget her diſdain 

In a bumper of Claret, or iparkling Champaign. 


When e apa jealous, or dull, or un- 
kind; 

Let his ſpouſe give him this, and ſhe'll ſpeedily find 

His mind 'twill enliven, his care *twill remove, 

And wake in his boſom the tranſports of love, 

At a change fo inviting, what wife could refrain 

From bleſſing the virtues of ſparkling Champaign ? 


In ſhort, for all ills which mankind can endure, 
This, this, is the ſureſt, the pleaſanteſt cure; 
'Then let us agree, fince this life's but a ſpan, 


'F* enjoy the dear bleſſing us much as we can: 
For me, while I've breath, I will never refrain 


From ſinging the virtues. of ſparkling Champaign, 
From ſinging the virtues, &c. &c. 5; ah 
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SON G 2; 
Sung by Mr. TAYLOR. 


ARH! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn, 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 
The hounds quick- ſcented ſcow'r the . 
And ſnuff the nt gale. 


Nor gales nor ſledges can impede 

The briſk, high mettl'd, ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack. purſue ; 3 

Like light'ning 2 o'er the plains, 

The — — hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in — 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, * 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, KY 
There pants a while for breath; - 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
She fees approaching death. | 


Pirected by the well known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, - 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies : 

The diftant courſers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo rends the ſxies. 


M 6 SONG. 
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Tune, Czsar and PoupEx were both of them 
| horned. 


HAT a noiſe has there been, what a great 
conſternation, 
About the ſtate jockeys, that jockey the nation : 
The in's and the out's, up's and down's, a mere 
race is 

And all, jockey like, flog to get the beſt places: 
And he that's flung off, in his fall does harangue, ſir, 
And ſwears all before him, in juſtice, ſhou'd hang, 


ſir, 


The hindermoſt condemns what the foremoſt is doing, 

And ſwears he wrong meaſures is daily purſuing ; 

Yet, twenty to one, were he in the ſame place, fir, 

With him that condemns twou'd be juit the ſame 
cate, fir; 15: 

*Tis nothing but jockeying, and thoſe that remark it, 

Will find as much jockeying at court, as at New- 
market. | | | 


3 


When the Scots into places of truſt got admittance, 
And favours were amply beſtow'd on North Britons ; 
Then the Whigs were with anger and jealouſy ſwell- 
_ | 
To ſee thoſe in power, who, before, were rebelling ; 
Twas this provok'd Wilkes to that ſore aggravation, 
For which he was jockey'd quite out of the nation. 


There is not a ſtateſman among the whole band, fir, 
But tells you he acts for the good of the land, fir; 
Yet plain it is ſeen, that ſome patriot pretenders, 
Who call themſelves Engliſhmen's glorious defenders, 
Do talk, and talk only; for ſtill the great plan, ſir, 


Is to put in their pockets as much as they can, fir. 
| Such 
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Such plauſible guardians our truſt we repoſe in, 

They tell us ſine ſtories until they are choſen; | 

They fawn on the ignorant, and gull the unthinking, 

And come on the blindſide of them that love drink- 
ing; | . 

And, after they have purchas'd us, this is the caſe, 
fir— v | 

They ſell us again on a ſeven years leaſe, fir, 


* 


Theſe, theſe, are the maxims our rulers are prone to, 
Which honeſt men wou'd be aſham'd, fir, to own to; 
Nay, even ſome biſhops have lean'd to theſe notions, 
And burter'd the bible for worldly promotions. 
Self. intereſt is all; ſo a fig for the din, fir, 

It boots not to us who 1s out or who's 1n, fir, 


SONG 261. 


OME liſten to me, and III tell you news, 
Juſt lately come from court ; 91 
*'Tis not of a peace, nor yet of a truce, 
But ſtill it will make you ſport : 
With a ruffledom, puffledom, frizledom, madge, 
With a high rum frizledom ree ; 4 
Sing rouze j 16h touze about, 
Search the whole court about, 
Never a ſmock had ſhe. 


Four dozen of ſmocks the maids have loft, 

My good lord Gr-n-h m ſaid ; 
There's never a maid but would rather, by far, 
Have loſt her maidenhead, 

With a ruffledom, &c. 


A maid 
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A maid of honor, with nothing upon her ! 
Her m-j-s-y then cry'd ; 
Like mother Eve, without fig-leaf, 
Her nakedneſs to hide | 
Her ruffledom, &c. 


Shall never wait on me, ſhe ſaid, 
Nor in my court appear ; 
For nothing, like the naked truth, & 
Shall ever be ſuffer'd here. 
With a rufledom, &c. 


Por if, by chance, to take a-dance, 
Like goddeſſes on Ida, 
Theſe nymphs ſhould come to drawing-room, 
Good lack ! what wou'd they hide - a? 
Why, their ruffledom, &c. 


The p-n-ce to one an apple may give, 
Al Paris did of old * | oh 
But, alas, poor p-n-ce ! I fear thy dad 
Won't let that apple be gold. 
For a rufledom, &c. 


The k-ng (God bleſs him) let us addreſs him ; 
For he's a gallant lover; 
He's frank and free, gives money with glee, 
Six maidens for to cover, 
Their rufledom, &c. 
But he, good man, five pounds a-piece 
Unto each maid hath ſent, - | 
Of the hundred and fifty thouſand pounds 
He had from pt, 
For a rufledom, &c, 
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F ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, | 
Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe ; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe : 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair? 
Drink and 'fet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my defire; 

What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content, 

Drink and ſet your mind at reſt, 

Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Buſy brains we know, alas! 
With imaginations run, 
Like the ſand in th' hour glaſs, 


| Turn'd, and turn'd, and fill runs on; 


Never knowing where to ſtay, 


But uneaſy ev'ry va; K | 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 


Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Mirth when mingled with our wine, 

Makes the heart alert and free, 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing 'tis to me; 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait, 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 


Of. a bad bargain make the beſt, 
- ” 1 i 


SONG 


256 ] 


SONG 263. 
O Greedy Midas I've been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold; 
O! had I but a pow'r like thive, | 
I'd turn whate'er | touch to wine. 


Each puyling ſtream ſhould feel my force, 
Fach fiſh my fatal power mourn, 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 

Should in their native regions burn. 


Nor ſhould there any dare to approach 
Unto my mailtling ſpark!ling- vine, 
But firſt ſhould p-y their rites to me, 

And ſtile me only God of wine. 


£ 


Ns 
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NE evening Cood Humour took Wit as his 
„ | | 
Reſolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt; 
Their |'quor was claret, and Friendſhip their hoſt, 
And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garnift'd each toaſt, 
| Derry down, down, down derry down. 


But while, like true bucks, they enjoy'd their 
denn 5; --- : 
For the joy of a buck lies in love, wit, and wine; 
Alarm'd, they al} heard at the door a loud knock, 
And the watc. man hoarſe bellow'd, 'twas paſt twelve 
o' cloc K. | | 
Derry down, &c. 


They 


* 
They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent hound; 
When * A to the light, how much were they 
pleas'd. * 
To ſee *rwas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz'd. 
Derry down, &c. $ 
His glaſs, as his lanthorn, his ſcythe, as his pole, 
And his ſingle lock dengled a down his ſmooth ſcull : 
My friends, quoth he, coughing, I chought fit to 
| knock, | 
And bid you be gone; for 'tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Derry down, &c. | 


Says the venom'd tooth ſavage, on this advice fix, 
Though nature ſtr kes twelve, folly ſtill points to fix. 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it; 
So hid him, at once, in a hogſhead of claret. 

| Derry down, &c. 


This is right, call'd out Wit; while you're yet in your 

x rime, 1 | 
There's nothin like claret for killing of Time : 
Huzza, reply'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or impertinent tell us *tis paſt twelve o'clock. 

Derry down, &c. | 
Since Time is confin'd to our wine, let us think, 
By this maxim we're ſure of our time when we drink: 
With bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be prim'd, 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 
Derry down, &c. 
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ACCHUS one day, gayly ſtridin 
On his eee * | n 
Sneaking aquapotes deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping ſon : 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
Al things noble, bright and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine, 


B 


Priſtine heroes crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me; 
Homer wrote the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity : 
If my influence is wanting, 
Mrfic's charms but ſlowly move, 
Beauty too in vain lies pantmg, 
Till I fill the ſwain with love. 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, 
Mortals ! this way bend your eye, 

From my ever-flowing treafure, 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe ; 

Here's the charming, ſoothing bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of all pain, 

Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 

| He who drinks not, lives in vain. 


SONG 266. The Imacinary K1ss. 


HEN Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe trip'd o'er the 
green, 
Fair, blooming, ſoft, artleſs and kind ; 


Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her on, . 
n 
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And warmneſs with modeſty join'd, 
Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I ſtood 
Faſt rivetted down to the place ; 
Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion, I view'd, 
And wander'd o'er every grace. 


Ye gods what luxuriance of beauty, I cry, 

What raptures muſt dwell in her arms 

On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die ; 
O Fanny how ſweet are thy charms ! 

Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
Such tranſports my ſenſes tnvade, 

Young Damon ſtep'd up, with the ſubſtance he fled, 
And left me to kiſs but the ſhade, 


— 
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SONG 267. The Rover, 


N all the ſex fome charms I find, 
I love to try all women-kind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty ; 
In Cupid's fetters molt ſevere, 
I languiſh out the long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


At length, I broke the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love was endleſs pains, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly. 
I vow'd,. no more to wear the yoke ; 
But ſoon I felt the ſecond ſtroke, 
And ſigh'd for blue ey d Molly. 


With treſſes next, of flaxen hue, 

Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 

That hes in yonder alley. 

Then Cupid threw another fnare, 

And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally. 

Adorn'd 


1 26 | 
Adorn'd with charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving heart from bondage ſprung ; 
This heart of yielding metal, 
And now, it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of browa and fair, 
But never more will ſettle. 


2 ä I 


- 


SONG 268. 
Sung by Di ANA, in Dxypen'sſecular MasqQue. 


vw ITH _ and with hounds 1 awaken the 
ay, 
And hie to the Wen- land walls away? 
] tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tye to my forehead a waxen moon; 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, | 
And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks ; 
With ſhooting and hooting we pierce thro” the ſky, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 
With ſhooting, c. 


j 
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O NE ſummer's eve as Strephon rov'd, 
Wrapt up in thought profound; 
durpris'd, he ſaw his beſt belov'd 
Lie ſleeping on the ground. 


Awake, my pretty ſleeper wake, 
Awake to Strephon's call; 

Be careful, for thy lover's ſake, 
*Ts eve, the dew-crops fall. 


Then 
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Then to her cheek his lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a kiſs; 
She kill ſlept on, he, not diſmay 'd, 
Repeats the tranſient bliſs, - 


She wakes, and thus, in angry tone, 
Away, away fhe cries ; 

Then, fault'ring, bid the ſwain begone, 
Then ſigh'd, and clos'd her eyes. 


'Tho? cruel are thy words, fair maid, 
Can ſighs proceed from hate ? 

My doubts are gone, then down he laid, 
Reſolv'd to ſhare her fate, 


Defended from the noxious air, 
Within his arms ſh2 lay; 

And tho? he often wak'd the fair, 
She ſaid no more till day, 


ä 
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N. a bank of flowers, in a Games "4 
Inviting and undreſt, 
In her bloom of youth, fair Celia lay, 
With love and fleep oppreſt: 
When a youthful ſwain, with admiring eyes, 
Wiſh'd that he durſt the fair maid ſurpriſe; 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, 
But fear'd approaching ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide; 

And the fleepicg nymph did thoſe 1 diſcloſe, 
Which waking ſhe would hide; 


Then 
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Then his breath grew ſhort, and his pulfe beat high, 
He long'd to touch, what he chanC'd to ſpy 

With a fa, la, &e. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers figh'd, and the gods defir'd, 
That Celia might be kind : 
When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd a main ; 
And ſhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, &c. 
Repell'd the timorous ſwain. 


Vet the am'rous youth, to relieve his pain, 
The lumbering maid careſs'd ; 
And with —— hand, (O the ſimple ſwain ) 
. Her glowing boſom preſs'd : | 
When the virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as — he wou'd purſue : 
With a fa, la, &c 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus'd, 
What a dull and ſtupid fool was * 
That ſuch a chance abus'd. 
To my ſhame *twill now on the plain be raid, 
Damon a virgin a- ſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, &c. 
pet let her go a maid. 


——_— 
—_—_ 
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8 ON G 271. By Mr. NAr. LEE. 


H! the time that is paſt, 
When ſhe held me fo faſt, 
And declar'd that her honour no longer could laſt ; 


No 
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No light, but her languiſhing eyes did appear, 
To prevent all excuſes of bluſhing and fear. 


How ſhe figh'd, and unlac'd, 
With-trembling and haſte, | 
As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd ; 
. lips the ſweet pleaſure of kiſſes enjoy'd, 
ile my hands were in ſearch of hid treaſure em- 
ploy'd. 5 


With my heart all on fire 

I.ga the flames of deſire, 

When I boldly purſu'd what ſhe ſeem'd to require: 
She cry*d, oh! for pity's ſake change your ill mind; 
Pray, Amyntas, be civil, or Il be unkind. 


All your bliſs you deſtroy, 

Like a naked young boy, | 
Who fears the kind river he came to Enjoy : 
Let's in, my dear Chloris, I'll ſave thee from harm, 
And make the cold element pleaſant and warm, 


Dear Amyntas ! ſhe cries, 

Then ſhe caſt down her eyes, 
And with kiſſes confeſt what ſhe faintly denies ; 
Too ſure of his conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay, 
Till her freer conſent did more ſweeten the prey. 


But too late I begun, 

For her paſſion was done; | 
Now Amyntas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be won, 
Thy tears and thy courtſhip no pity can move, 
Thou haſt ſlighted the critical minute of love. 
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oe, re 
Supg. by Mr. Conyess, in the new Concert- Hall, 
Edinburgh. The Words by Mr. Garrick. 


E medley of mortals who make up this throng, 


4 ü Spare your wit for a moment, and liſt to my ſong, 


What you would not expect here; wit ſhall be new, 


And what is more ſtrange, every word ſhall be true. 


Siag tantara-rara, truth all, truth all. 


Not a toy in the ſhop you'll buy cheaper than mine; 

Send your laſſes to me, and you'll ſpare all your coin; 

The ladies alone will pay dear for their ſkill, 

For if they will hear me, their tongues muſt lie ſtill. 
Sing tantara-rara, mute all, &c. - 

Tho' revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, 

Yet they practiſe all day what they ſeem to deſpiſe. 

Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, 

Each mortal's diſguis'd, and the world is a ball, 

Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &c. 


The parſon brim-full of October and grace, 
With a long taper pipe, and round ruddy face, 
Will rail at our doings ; but when it is dark 


The parſon's diſguis'd, and led home by the clerk. 


The fierce roaring blade, with long ſword andcock'd 


hat, | | 
With blood he'll do this, and zounds he'll do that; 


When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 
And ſhows that his looks are but maſks to his heart. 


The beau that acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 
Shows letters from wives, and appointments from 


Whores; 
4 | But 
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But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diſgrace ; 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he come face to face! 
The courtier and patriot, mongſt other fine things, 
Will talk of their country and love to their kings; 
But the maſk will drop off, if you ſhake but the pelf, 
And ſhow king and country all center'd in ſelf. 


With an outſide of virtue, miſs Squeamiſh the prude, 
If you touch her, ſhe faints, if you ſpeak, you are nude: 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho virtue ſhe's none, 
And perhaps ſhe's careſs'd by the coachman, or John. 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom ſay phyſic and law, 
In your wen there's no fear, in your cauſe there's no 
aw; | 
Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big, 
And you find you have truſted a full bottom'd wig. 


Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 

Each neighbour will find that his next is a cheat; 
But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue, 

' You firſt cheat yourſelves, then the devil cheats you. 
Sing tantara-rara, that's all. 


— — 
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DL IF E is .chequer'd—toil and pleaſure 


Fill up all the various meaſure. 

See the crew in flannel jerkins, 
Drinking, toping flip by firkins ; 

And as they raiſe the tip 

To their happy lip, 
On the deck is heard no other found, 

But prithee Jack, prithee Dick, 

Prithee Sam, prithee Tom, 

Let the can go round. 
| N Caronrvs: 
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N nous. TP 4 Cal 
Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſlle, hire. 
Buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, brave boys. 


Let us ſtir, let us toil, 10 
But let's drink all the while, 

For labour's the prize of our Joys, 
For labour's, &c. 


Life is chequer'd—toil and ae 

Fill up all the various meaſure: 

Hark, the crew with ſun burnt faces, 

Chanting black-ey'd Suſan's graces ; 
And as they raiſe their notes 
. Thro? their ruſty Or 

On the deck, &c, 


Life is chequer'd—toil and 3 1 — 

Fill up all the various meaſure: 

Hark, the crew their cares diſcarding 

With huſtle cap, or with chuck-farthing : 

Still in a merry pin, 

1 Whether they loſe or win. - 
On the deck, xc. | q 
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3 


SONG 274. 


HILLIS, as her wine ſhe ſipp'd i in, 
Gaily talking with her ſwain, 
Into her — he ſlily ſlip'd in, 
Tol, lol, lol, lol, 
A full glais of briſk champaign. 


Why ſo coy, ſaid he, and fickle ? 
Muſt I always ſigh in vam ? 
Mutt I never hope to tickle, 
Tol, lol, &c. 


Your ear with a merry ftrain ? | 
3 4 Long 
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Long have I been toſs'd an frag 


Like a ſailor on the mai 01.5180 agrft 
Sure, at length, *tis time to get in; 4 
Tol, lol, &c. 4 
To the port I hope to gain. 1 


Hearts you take delight! in dealing, 
Of new conqueſts ſtill are vain : 
Torture others, whilſt I'm feeling, 

Tol, lol, &c. 
Pleaſure that is void of pain, 


Won at length, ſhe liſten'd kindly, 


And from love could not refrain; 
So in the nick the nymph was finely, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
Fitted for her cold diſdain, 


— 


SONG 255. By Mr. Concreve. 


Soldier and a ſailor, a tinker and a taylor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtrife, 20 

To make a, maid a wife, ſir, 

Whoſe name was buxom Joan; 

Whoſe name, &c. 


For now the time was ended, | 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her lips at man, fir, 
Not gnaw the ſheets in vain, - 
And lie all night alone. 


The ſoldier ſwore like thunder, 

He lov'd her more than plunder; - 

And ſhew'd her many 2 ſcar, fir, 

Which he had brought from far, fir, 
In fighting for her ſake. - | 

N 2 The 


— Th 
The taylor b to pleaſe her, 


By offering her his meaſure ; 
The tinker too, with metall. 
Said he wou'd mend her kettle,  ' 


And ftop up ev'ry leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 
The ſailor ſlily waiting, 16s 
Thought, if it came _ ſir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, fir, 
He then might play his part: 


And juſt e'en as he meant, ſir, _ 
To p they went, ſir, 
And then he let fly at her 


A ſhot twixt wind and water,, 
Which won this fair maid's heart. 


—— Li, -* <> oh woe an 
— 1 142. c 4 


7 G6 "IK O:t us 9M 


SONG 276. dT 


&* F UL hero, Marlbro', ne? mee 
Sleepy charms I come to breæ : 4 
Hither turn thy languid eyes: 4 292 
Lo! thy genius calls, awake?! 


Well ſurvey this faithful plan, Laa 2289} 15500? 
Which records thy life's great CLUES 
Tis a ſhort, bur crouded pu, 
Full of triumphs, full of glory. 


One by one thy deeds review; 
Sieges, battles thick appear ; 

Former wonder loſt in new, 

Greatly fill each pompous year. 


* 
4 


” 


1. 
This is Blenheim's crimſon field, 
Wet with gore, with ſlaughter ſtain'd! 
Here retiring ſquadrens yield, - 
And a bloodleſs wreath is gainꝰd. 


Ponder in thy god-like mind 

All the wonders thou haft wrought ; 
Tyrants from their pride declin'd, 

Be the ſubject of thy thought. 


Reſt thee here, while life may laſt : 
Tho? utmoſt bliſs to man allow d, 
Is to trace his actions paſt, 


And to find 'em great and good. 


But 'tis gone — O mortal born 
Swift the fading ſcenes remove 
Let 'em paſs with noble ſcorn: 
Thine are worlds which roll above. 


Poets, prophets, heroes, kings 
Pleas'd, thy ripe approach foreſee ; 

Men who acted wond'rous things, 
Tho' they yield in fame to thee. 


Foremoſt in the patriot band, 

Shining with diſtinguiſh'd day, 

See thy friend Godolphin ſtand ! 
See! he beckons. thee away, 


Yonder ſeats, and fields of light, 
Let thy raviſht thoughts explore: 

Wiſhing, panting for thy flight! 
Half an angel, man no more. 


. 


* $ONG 
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9415 : ? 
A Boer s Song. . Tantara, rara maſks all. 


3 bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall ſing; 
And chorus ſo loud make the cieling to ring, 
From thence tothe ſkies let your voices reſound, 
While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers 
go round, 
Sing tantara, rara bucks all. 


But firſt to our grand let us Sus homage pay, | 
mg may each grateful buck his lov'd edict obey 
and his breaſt, fravght with candor, be open and free, 
may all in N ſtation be as honeſt as he. 
| dingy &C, 
From ſrrted records our {anion we trace, 
Of old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the chace. 
But fince that our order's ſo general become 
Bucks are ev'ry . geeig- l abroad and at home. 
14 Sings &c. 
9591 W 
Now to bucks of all ſeas i ina health let * join, 6 
Here's = bucks of the 1 and the dacketvi he 
ine, i T 
Here's the lodge at the Platter, and likewiſe to choſe 
Of our order ſo true, at the Sun and the Roſe. 
| . &c, 
Let ies therefore who rails at our ur high appellaticn, 
Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation, 
Weigh Py the point, and pray hard for good 
luck, 
Or *tis twenty to one but incog. he's a buck. 
| Sing, &c. 


"rY 


a 2 * Here's 
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Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlers well tipp'd, | 

Shakes 1 purſe at the world, while his doe's fairl7 
„„ 3 

Here's a glaſs of condolance to each plodding cit 

That's familiarly buck'd by a lord or a wit. 

| | Sing, &c, 


Fo 


Here's Sir Gravity too, in a bumper ſo clear, 
Who oft at our ſanction caſt many a ſneer, 
Tho? in public he rolls, yet in private we know 
He's a buck ev'ry uich—l appeal to his doe. 
| Sing, &c. 


Now to bucks of all kinds we have toaſted 1 acceſs ; ; 
Here's the ſweet pretty does, for can true bucks do leſs; 


Come join then in chorus, with accents ſo ſhrill, 


And may each jolly buck—have a doe at his will. 
| ; Sing tantara, &C..” 
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WincnzsTeR WEppinG, By Sir Jonx SUCKLINGs | 
tuo eu 331 8 . LE 3';iC O03 WO9 | 
N Wincheſter there was a wedding, 911 
| The like of it never was ſenn, 
loſty Ralph of Reading, 4 nhl] 


And bonny black Beß of the green; i- 14 1 
The ſidlers were crowding before, 

Each laſs was as fine as a queen; ; 
There was a hundred and more, mac 19d 

For all the whole country came in; N 


Briſk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 


She look'd like a lilly o' the vale, 199” 
And ruddy fac'd Harry led Mary, Q 
And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


N 4 With 


( 72 

With Tommy came ſmilin 
Fe help'd her over the le, : "00G 
And fore there was none 1 N = _ : 

In forty and forty long & pre . 
Kit gave a green gown to Betty, 1 0 
And lent her his hand to riſ̃ʒm 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, | 

For looking blue —_— the eyes; 
Thus merrily chattin 2 
They paſs'd to de bride boa along, 55 
With 7 and pretty fac'd Naney, e011 

The faireſt of all the throng. Rb, 


The bridegroom came out to meet em, 
Afraid the dinner was ſpoil d, i'd s 2s ai iſd b 
Ard uſher'd *em in to treat em ymmoT a 
With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd.. y bog. 
The lads were ſo frolic and jolly, Bomb refl1 e 
For each had hislove by his fide ; N nf 
But Willy was melancholy, _ ons vdemat bg 
For he had a mind to the brides © 79) 27 
'i hen Philip begins her health, d 0 of Pal 
And turns a beer glas on kid thumbs ; 80 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom. N 810 


And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the hall, 

The fidlers ſtruck up for dancing, 
And Jeremy led up the ball; 

But Margaret kept a-quarrel, 

2 laſs that was proud of her pelf, 

Caauſe Arthur had ſtol'n her garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf : 

She ſtrugl'd, and blaſh'd, and frown'd, 
And ready with anger to cry, 
Cauſe Arthurin tying ker garter, 


Hl flipp'd his hand too _ 
And 


* 
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And now, for throwing the flocking, 
The bride away was led; TRAY 
The bride 4 * drunk, and was knocking r 
For candles to light em to bed: E 
But Robin 6nding him filly, vey ER > 
Moſt friendly took him afide, 15 ai | 
The while that his wife with Willy 2 85 
Was playing at hooper's-hide ; 


11 


And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, | 
And chatting, and billing, and * I 
Went merrily round the roam. + I's 4 | 
Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 43123bind dT 
And blithe as a bird in the ſpring 3 | Stgt. 
And Tommy was to Katy, che baA 
And wedded her with a ruſh ring: „ Ad AW 
Sukie that danc'd with the cuſhion, 5 bel dT 
An hour from the room had been gone? 5 107 
And Barnaby knew, by her bluſſingg 049 
That ſome other dance had been done: t 4 4109 
And thus of fifty fair maids, Arlicgq gd 
That came to the wedding with men, 2 1 ba 
Scarce five of the fifty were left ve, 1i4as{ ug 
That ſo did return again. adJ' 
— — — | — ebene 
ft 20 * 
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Y Chreeſh and ſaint Patrick, going home late 1 
t, 
About * in the morning, I was put in a fright ; $1758, 
Comes a dog in a doublet, ſtripp'd all to bis ſhirt, 
And throws down poor Teague very clean in the ys 


Ne gung bes 
* 5a 


1141 | 
Then firing his piſhtol direct on ER ER: 
Stand till, Joy damn'd dog, or 9 ks af on, the 
: plai : e e e 
De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 
For ne'er was dear joy in more forrowful caiſh, * 


Confourded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, 

Your regueſhip one day will at Ty burn be,try'd:_. 
If T-agve catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as theſe, 
He will ſwear, joy, upon your Majeſty's peaſh, | 


Thus threaten'd he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, 

P!1 not hurt thee at all but preſent me thy money. 
My money, dear joy, *tis Teague's ſou!—he's undone; 
Well &en take it all—for by Ghreeſhe 1 have none, 


* 1 


1 


— 
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ANN bluſhes when I woo her, 
And, with kindly chiding eyes, 
_ Faintly ſays, I ſhall undo her, 
Faintly, O forbear, ſhe cries 3 | 
But her breaſts when I am prefling, 
When to hers my lips I join, 
Warm'd, ſhe ſeems. to taſle the bleſſing, 
And her kiſſes anſaer mine. 


\ 
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OULD you have a young virgin of fifteen 
years, | 
You muſt tickle her fancy with ſweets and dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears; 
"Mg ey | Wittily, 


| 
| 
| 


Py 
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Wittily, 7 talk her n, 
Chaſe her, ly praiſe her if fair or brown $ 
Soothe her and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own, 


Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men, 
With the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briſkly, drüber. 
Put her in mind how her time ſteals on: 
Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, 
| Rouſe her and touſe her from « morn to NOOP, 
And ſhew her you're able 
Some hour to grapple, 


And get but her writings, aud all' your ron. 


Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 
That's kept by a fumbler of quality, 
You mu! rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is varietj; 
Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when Cully's * | 
Dog her and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own, 


ä 
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HYLLIS, the faireſt of love's foes, 
Though fiercer than a dragon ; 4 
Phyllis, that ſcorns the powder'd beaux, 

What has ſhe now to brag on ? 
So long ſhe kept her legs ſo cloſe, 
Till they had 8 a rag on. 


N 6 Com pell'd 


-F 


which ſurly Swephon hearing ſaid, 


[96 ] 
Compell'd thro' want, this wretched maid 
Did ſad complaints begin; 


It was both ſhame and ſin, 
To pity ſach a lazy jade, 
he'll neither kifs nor ſpin. 


— 


SONG 283. By Mr. WII IIA HamMilToON, 
Tune, The yellow-hair'd Lappis. 


y E * and nymphs, that adorn the gay 


| plain, 1 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ſtrain; 
Amongſt all your number, a lover ſo true 

Was ne er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe fees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 


But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but ber lover denies : | 


She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my ſighs; 


A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair. 


I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears ; 

Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 
My trembling lips bleſs her, in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I ſlumber, till haunted with care, 
] ſtart up in anguiſh, and figh for the fair : 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do fo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my woe. * 
. 8 Ihen 


** 


Then ata diſtance, nor farther aſpirt, þ![29qmo93 
Nor ok the ſhou'd love, when ſhe cannot adn 7 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying het flive id a 
Commend her to heav'n, and thyſeli to che graves! 
cher 
* — 22 
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An ArBion SONG, I AOE 
N ſtrains harmonious ſound the lay, * 

That fings of Albion's noble race, N 
Whoſe free- born minds will ne er decay,  _ 
Nor time their glorious deeds defacſde. 

Crnorvs.. | TE CO 
In valour matchleſs, heavenly brave; A 
We nobly conquer, mildly fave; rn 2: 
Nor dangers fear, nor toils we ſhun, ra. 
Honour inſpires each Albion Son. 1 


In chearful ranks our bands advance, 
With warlike ardour, dare the ſoe; W 
While haughty Spain and fickle France. 
With horror dreads the impending blow, “. 


Our fleets triumphant ride the main, 
With Albions mann'd, unknown to fear, 
Whoſe fame all nations ſhall proclaim, _.... 
By conqueſts gain'd, each warring year. 
See Liberty's propitious ſmile, amm 
And Plenty's copious horn o'erflow;/ ; 4 .. 
To bleſs and guard our native Iſle, _ 4u * —— f 
Where artiſts flouriſh, ſcience gro. „ 


N Ittufrioos 


kN f 
Muftrious ſon3 of Albion line, 
Who thus in legions firm unite, 
Requrre the all-recording niae, 
To ſing your deeds and martial might, 
In valour, &c. 


— * 
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N vain do poets ſtrive to ſing TR | 
Of hero, patriot, and king {3 
That bleſs great Britain's iſle, _ _ 1 
That bleſs, &c. * Sf 


A taſk too hard for any one, 
Unleſs a Homer or Milton; 
They want both words and ſtyle, 
They want, &c. | 


See crowds of volunteers each day, 
Who cry to Granby, haſte away, 
Their laurels to maintain, 

Their laurels, &c, Hat 


But who comes here that wears the leak; 
Methinks a Welchman, let hur ſpeak ; 
Old Priton what doſt ſay ? 

Old Priton, &c. 


WELCHMAN. 
Why hur name it was Taffy, 
And lookee here now, 
Hur has left hur dear country, 
Hur wife and hur cow, | 
And wiſh hur may never go back to hur houſe, 


Till hur fee the French rogues juſt as ſmall as non 
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For Taff can never leave home at hur eaſe, | 
While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur pread and cheeſe: 
Opſhauken, Opdavit, Opmorcaa, Opſliones; | 
Hur never was fright'ned at preaking of pones, 
For Taffy will fight got's ſplutter and nails, 

For hur king, and hur country, and hur prince wel 

Wales; 

And Sawney ſhall help hur, wha's heart ne er did fails ; 
To fight with a braid ſword as lang as a flail, 


* 


$COTCHMAN. 


Brethers I what are ye aboot, 

Wha the deel makes all this rout ? | 
My braid fword it ſhall gee them laws an 
O'er the hills and far awaw. n 


In me ye ſhall a brether find, 

Deel tauke me gin I laug behind; 

For my braid {word eye ſhall gee them law, 
Oer the hills and far awaw. 


O gin we meet French face to face, 

Wee'l gar them run, wee'] gee them chace; 
Wha can purſue them like the lads 

That wear the bonnets, ſwords, and plaids, 
Full or empty, drunk or dry; 

In valleys laigh, or mountains high; 
Thro' fimmers heat, and froſt and ſnaw, 
Wee'll always gar them run awaw : 

Then take a coig, and let us ſing, 

Our ſodgers, ſailors, and our king. 


IRISHMAN. 


And Teague ſhall bear chorus who never did fail, 
To fight for old Ireland, fing Granavale; 


King 


280 J 
King dg wears my Harp, and my Crown, and my 
. . Shield; Dx"? 
I'm the firſt in the battle, the laſt in the field. 
For the French ſwear that nothing can fright their 
brigades, | 
So much as the face of our honeſt, poor Teagues, 


T value no S———e, nor coward a louſe, 
Who ftrove to break open my mother's old houſe ; 
For Minden has prov'd him a rogue to his face: 
Mabah, Mihamalagh, he's now in diſgrace. 
We'll be taking a drink, we'll be joining all four, 
We'll be beating the French were they twenty times 
| more; | 
And we'll make them to cry out Morbleu to their 
ſhame, | | | 


Or Feelillelillilew, that's all the ſame. 


_—_ 
— 
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LING away ambitions toys, 

All her charms and empty noiſm _ ; 

Wealth and fame, and pomp and po-wer, a 

Pleaſe their vot'ries but an hour. F 
We ne er cloy, nor night nor day, 

Come to us without delay. 


We may ſearch and toil in vain, 
For ſomething we cannot abtain; 
All who'd be completely wiſe, 
Hither turn your wiſhful eyes : 
They ſhall ne'er let fall a tear, 
Sweet contentment habits here. 


Here's no danger lurks within, 
Ours is pleaſure free from fin ; 
3 Melting 


2 25o0ow i320 7 
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Melting ſcenes, enchanting ſhades, 
Moonlight walks, and fairy glades ; 
Hark the merry, merry wake invites, 
Awake to all its dear delights. 


Ours 1s mirth and endleſs chear, 

We permit no winter here ; 

Jeſt and Wit that gives no pain, 

And wanton Laughter croud our train ; 
Stoic Wiſdom bribes our ſtay, 

Hear her not but haſte away. 


Hither ye who pine for love, 
And haunt the lonely willow grove ; 
Come and loſe your threatning care, 
Here's no room for black deſpair; 
See the faſt- conſenting eye, 

Love himſelf is always by. 


Glittering ſcenes around us riſe, 

Here we feaſt our ears and eyes: 

Vocal woods and ſhady bowers, 
Murmuring ſtreams and painted flowers, 
Make with us a laſting ſtay, 

Nymphs and ſhepherds come away. 


— — 


SONG 287. The CannipaTs's Deſcription of 
a true patriouc MEMBER. 


OME coblers turn poets to ſerve their great 
friends, | 

Some members turn coblers to turn your beſt ends; 

Good Lord what mean notions in your members lurk, 
To rob a poor cobler of all cobling work. 


I hope 
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J hope you'll take care at the gen'ral choice, 
To keep up your henour in giving a voice; 

The man that doth buy you, be mult alſo fell, | 
Pray then — the members that will ſerve you 


Pray uſe your endeavours with all your ſweathearts, 
To chooſe out a man of good natural parts, 

To enter the ſtate, and at laſt reach the prize; 
This ability wanting, your man cannot riſe. 


Jam a freeman, I may thank my good friend, 
I not only ſtand; but am willing to fpend ; 

What would you have more to defend your juſt laws, 
Than to empty my bags in your country's cauſe ? 


I fand by myſelf, tho? by you I am rais'd, 
And when I ſtand ſtiffly, by you I am prais'd ; 
This general maxim I cannot think wrong, . 
The body's not weak, when the Members are flirong. 


Some call me an aſſiſtant, but, by your good leave 
My family's deſcended from Adam — 2 * 
My ers misfortune, I act in dumb ſhewy:. A 
ave not a tongue for to ſay Aye or No. 
What can be more humble, unleſs a n 
My kigheſt ambition's a little thatch'd houſe; 
The door in the middle, a wife in her ſmock, 
The door to fall open whenever I knock. 
Of national good then you need not deſpair, i 
If alk members like me, would fplit but the hair; 
Not lean to each party, nor be led aſtray, 
But puſh-atall things in a middling way. 


Some 


”Y 
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Some members no ſooner into the houſe-get, 
Their votes they will ſell, tho' they'll pay no juſt 
debe: 
All cheſe men of honour will ſwear black is white, 
But a good ſtanding member pays bills upon ſight. 


My ſweet charming creatures, my dears all in all, 
By you I muſt ſtand, and by you I muſt fall; 

Ten fill up your olaſſes, and chearfully ſing, 
A ſtiff tanding Member a bleſüng does bring. 


SONG 288, Happy Dicx Dawson. 


OME here, we're all jovial and happy, ny 
as hearty can be ; 
No ſorrow or care to perplex us, from trouble we ever 
are free; 
Give me the gay fellow in life, who ſeldom a dull 
thought has known, ; 
That won rather kiſs any man's wifeby the one half, 
4 than he'd his own; 
Then fill up the glaſſes, dear boys, and make the bet 
uſe of your time, ̃ 
For believe me, there's nothing ſurpaſſes the joys of 
dear women and wine, 


Since life is at beſt but a ſpan, ? tis as good to be merry 
as not, 

We'll happily live wh'le we can, for ſorrow brings 
nothing but thought; 

We'll rattle away with the lafes, and crack 4 gay 
flaſk with our friends ; 

So thus our time merrily paſſes, in 1 * n 
as God ſends. A 

Then fill up, &c. 


* 


Damn 
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Damn money, tis nothing but traſh, we'll be merry 
tho' ever ſo poor; X 
When we have it we cut a great daſh, when it's gone 
we ne'er think of it more; 
So let me be wealthy or not, my ſpirits are always 
the ſame, | | 
Quite free of e'ery dull thought, and happy Dick 
Dawſon's my name. 


Then fill up, &c. 


* — 1 2 4 1 2 


— IC. 


SONG 289. | 
Woman, A Ballad. Sung by Mr. Lows, atVauxhall. 
Set by Mr, WorGan. | 
O longer let whimfical ſongſters compare 
N hs merits of wine with the charms of the 
| alr ; 


I. appeal to the men to determine between 
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I refign ; 

For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile ; 

"Tis. the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her, the more I admire ! 
But the charms of her temper and mind LI adore ; 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage! 

"Tis the tranſport of youth; *tis the comfort of age: 
But what are the joys of the bottle, or bow! ? 

Wane tickles the taſte, love enraptures of the =_e WM 
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A ſot as he riots in liquor, will cry, _ 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 

From this fair confeſſion, tis plain my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


= 


Your big-belly'd battle may raviſh your eye, 

But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry! 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure maſt ſpring ; 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it— ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord; 
Bat woman, for ever, give tranſport to man, 

And I'll love the dear fex—aye, as long as I can, 


q tt. 
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SON G 290. An Appkxss to the Lanres, 
+ - Sung at RANELAGH« | 


E belles and ye flirts, and ye pert litile thing, 
1 Who trip rip this frolicſome round. 
Pra tell me from whence this-indecency'fprings,' | 
* the ſexes at once to confound ? © 3 217" 
What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to lang not ſtare, 
nd ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex— dear girls, 
And ſoftneſs the reſt of your ſen. 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport 
May call ev'ry art to her adj 
The boſom diſplay d, and the petticoat hort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade: * 
Bu 


* 
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But you on n whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 
Shou'd flily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 

Not with ** and inſolent air, — brave girls, 
Not with, 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delichts al mankind, 
Shrinks modelily back from the view, 


And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the artiſt deſign d. 


To ſerve as a model for you. 
Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; ; 
Nor venture too much to reveal : 


Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 


And double each charm you conceal=—ſweet girls, 
And double, '&c. 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildref of May, - 


Are charms which no art can procure; 


Oh! be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, 


And your empire is ſolid, and ſure: 
But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts ; ' 
But believe me, you'll never be wives—poor girls, 
But believe me, you'll never be wives. 


2 — 


8s O NG 21. A MEDLEY. 
Tune, A Cobler there was, &ec. 


E ſons of the bottle attend to my muſe, 

Who boldly has ventur'd her ſubjects to chooſe 
From liogarth's keen pencil, which juſtly diſplays 
The foibles frail 2 man Cv ry moment betrays. 

Derry down, &c. 


Old 
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Old Time on the doh had proclaim'd the laſt hour, 
When Bacchus began to exhibit his power; ä 
Poor Reaſon was forc'd to take flight from the room, 
And leave Noiſe and Folly their reign to aſſume 
Derry down, &c. 


A SoLD1ER 2 S. uon, &c. 


The captain and phyſician, 
Were got in ſtrange diviſion, 
Which had the greateſt ſkill, Sir, 
And who the moſt did kill, Sir, 
When thus began their fray ; b . . 
At length ſo high it roſe, Sir, 
From words they fell to blows, Sir, 
And ſoon the fierce cockade, Sir, 
Upon the floor was. laid, Sir, 
T * doctor bed the day. 


ReLicion's a Sona Law, &c. 


A ruby-fac'd ſon of the church, 
Who thought all religion a hum, 
Had left his poor flock in the lurch, 

- To tip the glaſs over his thumb: 

The Patriarchs (ſaid he) thought no ſhame, 
With women aud wine to be bleſt ; 

Then why ſhouid-not he do the ſame ? 
So merrily drank to the Beſt. 


The Ass. 


The lawyer ſo arch, with his wig plac'd awry 
On noddie well fronted with braſs, 

Grins, ſtammers and hiccups, and cocking bis eye, 
Thus makes of his client an aſs: 

The caſe you have told, to be ſure is as clear, 


« Ag 
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« As the wine that nowfmilles in this glaſs ; 
* But E 1 right or wrong, Sir, you need not to 
64 ear, 0 


'«« I'd prove that a horſe is an aſs.” 


The MacplE. 


The juſtice more wiſe 
Who Bacchus deſies, 
Sate ſoberly ſoaking his clay; 
From Nelſon and Coke, 
He oftentimes ſpoke, 
Then cordially whiff d it away. 


The Yor ksHIRE BALLAD. 


Sir Politick having fix'd all for the beſt, 
The Ballance of Power ſoon lull'd him to reſt. 


The Beau his weak nerves by caſcading confefs'd, 
With a down, down, down, &c. 


Give us GLasses, my Wzxcn, &c. 


To drive away care, 
And baniſh deſpair, | | 
Thus mortals purſue a wrong courſe ; 
The cure they propoſe, 
Too oftentimes grows, 
Than Cen the diſeaſe itſelf worſe. 
The mirror held up 
Will ſhew in the cup, 
Thoſe ills which make nature decay; 
Let Reaſon once more 
Your ſenſes reſtore, 
And happily live while you may, 


SONG 
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SONG 292. A Bir of the Brown. 
Tune, In ſtory we're told, &c, 


N whimſical lays, 
Permit me to praiſe 
'The colour that bears moſt renown ; 
While life I enjoy, 
And pleaſures ne'er cloy, 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 3 


Brave Boys, &c 


Some people delight 
In wel pe. is = 
And greedily ſwallow it down: 
So odd is my taſte, 
You may think it ill plac'd ; 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, | 
Brave Boys, e. 


When Engliſhmen dine 
On ſmoak ing Sir Loin, 
Some with inſide their palates will crown ; 
Like poor * Jerry Sneak, 
So pati--ot and meek, | 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 
Brave Boys, &c. 


Of all the bright toaſts, 
That Great-Britain boaſts, 


And inflame the gay ſparks of the town ; 
The red, blac 4 fair, 


Their hearts may enſnare, 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 


Brave Boys, &c. 
0 & Character in Foorz's Maro of GARRAT. 
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Wich wines in great ſtore, 
From Gallia's roud ſhore, | 
The wealthy their ſenſes will drown ; 
Let me a poor bard, - w 
My country regard, 
Contented with Beer nice and Brown, Aer 
Brave Boys, &c. 


* 
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Sh 8s 0 NG 293. The Ox AN E WE NCR. 
Tune, What cheer, my honeſt e Ss. 


A leering black-ey'd elaykivuſe Sal, 
A - N and forward wench, 
With baſket hanging on her am, 
Was tripping o'er each bench: 
In notes fo ſhrill her trade ſhe cry'd, 
To tempt the beaux and belles, 
« Will ye have ſome oranges, or chips, 
« Or elſe ſome numparells. + 


Young Buck obſerv'd the {qualling nymph, 
And as ſhe ſcudded by, | 

He ſciz'd her foot, and prais'd it much, 
But ſlipp'd his hand too high. 

The * S freedoms ſuch as theſe 
Had been accuſtom'd long, | 

So let him go where'er he pleas'd, 


Nor thought him in the wrong. 


Down by his fide her feat he took, 
In hopes her fruit to ſell; 
And practis'd all her female arts : 
She Knew her buſineſs well. 
3 And 


* 
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And while one hand at liberty, 
Her hidden charms enjoy'd, 

In rummaging her baſket through, 

The other was employ'd. 


He choſe an orange from the reſt, - 
«© My dear, what is the price?“ 

« *Tis ſixpence, Sir, for one ſo fing 

„That hardly will ſuffice. 

& carry no commodities 
„ But what are fit for uſe, 

« Then have it, Sir, and take my word 
« You'll find it full of juice,” | 


g - f F 4 - 
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SONG 294 The CHAN us of the Bor TI. 
: Tune, LeTae. Q 


E mortals whom trouble and forrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a feries of pain withoutend ; 
For ever depriv'd of hope's all-chearing ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day, 
Obey the glad ſummons, the bat-bell invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. 


When poverty enters an 3 | 

By hard-hearted dunns too continually prefs'd ; - 
When brats begin crying and ſqualling for bread, _ 
And wife never filent—till faſt in her bed, 

| Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 

Tho? all Europe's powers Gene combine; 
* Our brave Britiſh ſailors need neꝰer care a jot, 
Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot, 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


O 2 When 
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When Fanny was uſing her nails in Cock- lane, 
And raifing chimera's 1n each Briton's brain, 
Had Claret been offer'd the ſpirited ſhe, 
They ſoon might have laid her ſafe in the Red Sea. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


Was each dull pedantical text-ſpinning vicar, 

To leave off dry preaching, and flick to his liquor; 
O how would he wiſh for that power divine, 

To change when he would ſimple water to wine. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 
Deſpair not, that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 
Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind, 
Obey. che glad ſummons, &c, 


1 


| E virgins attend, 
3 * Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence attend to my plan; 
Neꝰer let it be ſaid, | 


There goes an old maid, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


As ſoon as you find 

Your hearts are inclin'd | 
To beat quick at the fight of a man; 

Then chooſe out a youth TE 

With honour and truth, | | 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, 1 
Your charms will ſoon ſhroud, .: 


( 203 ] 
And this whimfical life's but a ſpan 
Then, maids, make your bay, 
While Sol darts his ray, | 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake 
1 Will artfully take x | 
 Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan; 
But baffle the ſnare, 1285 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 

' Have join'd both your hands, 

The bright flame ſtiil continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings 
That jealouſy brings, 

But conſtant and bleſs'd while you can. 


— 


3830 NG. 296. The Far. 
| lap days of yore, when on the plain | 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 

In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd filver hght, 
If e'er your grandames did amiſs, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


Was lady Mary ever known 

To toy with Celadon alone ; . 
Did avarice her boſom pll, | "4 454% 
With paſſions ſtrong for dear quadrille; © © 

Or did her heart fo dancing bear, 

1 hen bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 


PY 


If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort before; 
| O 3 Or 
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Or if to catch the gazer's ſight, 

She us'd the arts of red and white; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew 7 
Were ſure to pineh her black and VILE. 


But far more happy days enfue, 

The Britſh dames of ſixty- tu o 

Are not afraid of rigid elves, 

They know no guardians but themſelves ; 
The tell- tale race at length ſubdu'd, | 
Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude. 


Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 

And ev'ry one at pleaſure mad; 

This method I ſhould think the beſt, 

To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 

Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too fa. 


. 8 , 
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SONG 297- The Way * Wag Hes. 
Tune, The War tq Kzey Hi. | 


E ſwains who roam from * to fair, 
And ſtrive each heart to bind, 01 
Give ear to what I now declare, 
The precepts of a friend. 
Would you ia Venus wars ſuceeed, 
Of baſhfulneſs be ſure take heed, 
And that's the Way to Win her. 


When firſt you meet the blooming laſs, 


More ripe than peech or pear, 
Let not the minutes idly paſs, 


Of dull delays nee: 


With 
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With kiſſes ſweet your flame confeſs, 
Her panting ſnowy. boſom preſs, 
And that's the Way to Win her. 


But ſhouldꝭ the crafty nymph prove wo" je 
Cry. dir, you are tude,” | 

+ Let not thoſe arts your hopes deſtroy, 
By nature all are lewd. | 

Then ſhilly ſhally never ſtand, 

But boldly march up fword in hand, 
And that 8 10 * to Win her. 


And. when. love's 10 you have. fann'd, 

And ſhe begins to melt, 

The raptures ſhe has felt ; ; 
T ben. genily forge her to the ſport, - — 
With reſolution ſtorm the fort, 


And that the Way to, Win ler. 
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E rofy fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice, 

_ Attend to che carrol I now- fhalk produce, 
What ſubje& ſo noble to chaunt oer out bowls | 
As that which we know will make, hap py our ſouls 


Fo a we in by RE) od appear like an aſs 
And kneel at the feet of each proud froward' laſs, 
Ihe goddeſs of beauty had long ſtcove in vain, 


But love, while I've liquor, ſhall ne'er give me pain. 


At length quite enrag'd, that a mortal like me, 
Should lau, h at her power and yet remain free: 
57 O4 The 
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The urchin, youn Cupid, ſhe bade ickl 
| And never return Bt he made me 3 7 fly, 


The youth left Olympus, to Old England came, 
Diſcover'd my haunts, choſe a dart, took his aim; 
But ere he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a ho of wine. 


And now there's an end of that troubleſome boy, 
The pleaſures of wine we may freely enjoy; 
Let Sol round the globe roll as faſt as be will, 
The bottle and glaſs ſhall keep up with him fill. 


2 
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SONG 299. Sung in the RiIsTM-Orrics. 


Y ſweet pretty Mogg, you'r as ſoft as a | 

M And wild as a — and wild as a 26 Bugs 

ſe eyes in your face (O pity my caſe) - 
Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath ſmitten. 
For ſofter than filk, and as fair as new-milk 
Your lilly white hand is, your lilly white hand is: 
Your ſhape's like a pail ; from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your cates hair is - 

As black as the devil, as black as the devil: 

Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 

When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 

So nimble, fo friſky ; ſo nimble, fo friſky : 

A kiſs on your cheek ('tis fo ſoft and fo ſleek) 

Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
whiſky. | 

I grunt and | pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, | 

Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're fo cruel : ag 

; 0 
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No reſt I can take; and aſleep or awake 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle; | 

Or Dermot mutt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 

Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


F I S woman that ſeduces all mankind, 


By her we firſt were taught the wheedling art: 


Her very eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night we roam for prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muit be fee'd into her arms, 


— — 
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I F the heart of man is depreſs'd with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes dur ſpirits, and charms our ears. 
Roſes and lillies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe; 
Preſs her, | 
Careſs her, 
Wich bliſſes, 
And kiſſes, 
Diſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


O 5 SONG 
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SONG 302. 


ov F E's the ſeaſon made for j joys, 
Love is then our duty, - 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves. her beauty. 
Let's be gay 
— While we 
Beanty' s a flower, deſpis'd in decay. 
Youth's the ſeaſon,” &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 

Ours is not to-morrow. 
Love with youth flies ift away, 

Age i is nought but ſorrow. 

Dance and ſing, 
Fime's on the wing, 

Life never knows the return of ſpring. 

Let us drink, &c. 


/ 
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SONG 3e. 


H E mode, of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met ; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
* 11s true, you find 
Some friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to defend: 
In ſorrowtul ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, . 
But ſhift you tor money from triend to ſriend. 


— 


SONG 


E 99 ] 
4 HE charge is prepar'd, the buyer _ mat, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhom! x 


I go, undiſmay'd For death is a debt, 
A debt on demand. So take whatI owe, 


Then farewel, my love——Dear charmer, adieu! 
Contented I die——'tis the better for you. 

Here end all diſputes:the reſt of our lives, 

For this way at once pleaſe all my wives. 


. — 
SONG zog. 5 
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— 


CINCE laws are made for e ry degree, 
To curb vice in others, as well as in me, 
I wonder we han't better company, 


Upon Tyburn tree! 


But gold from law can take out the ſting; 

And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 

* Fwould thin the land, ſuch numbers to ſtring 
Upon Tyburn tree! nn 


— — traded. at. Att 


SONG 306. 
HUS I ſtand like à Turk with my Doxier 


around gz | 22-200 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ; 
For black, brown, and fair, his ineonſtaney burns, 
And different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 


O 6 Each 


| | goo J 


Each calls forth her charms to provoke his defires : 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 
The'wretch of to day may be happy tomorrow. 
But think of this maxim, &c. 


—̃ — 


8 O N G 307. Sung by Mr. Mar rocks in 


Tneuas and SALLY. 
R O M ploughiog the ads and thraſhing Mon- 
| a old Euglase we're landed once more; 
Your hands my brave ſhipmates, halloo boys, what 
For a ale juſt come on ſhore ? | | 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us no doubt, 
And to cut us and ſlaſh us — Morblieu ! | 
But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguely out,. 
We have flic'd them and pepper'd them too 
# 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequen ce 
| now, * 
Von invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright, 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt; 

And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 

Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt, 
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A fea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gipſies look to't ; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 

And our pockets well laden to boot, 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 

But *ware thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 
Ol no power, no faction afraid: 
May Britain's proud flag {till exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſ; diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm: 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ihe fail ; 

No ignorant pHots ere fit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


— 


— 


so NG 308. Sung by Mr. Ezazp. 


E T gay ones and great, 
L Make the moſt of their fate. 
From pleafure to pleaſure they run ;. 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
I envy them not, 


While I have my dog and my gum. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 

With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, | 
No ſtings leave behind, 

Bat health and diverfion unite. 


[ 302 ] 
$ONG 3:9. 


0 TILL in hopes to get the better, 
Of my ſtubborn fate I try; 
Swear'this moment; to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to mcet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 


Then rclaſping fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


1 


— 


SONG 310. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 


Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good nature; 
"Prove as Kind again to ſhe; 
Happy mortal! to poſſefs her, 
In your boſom, warm and preſs her, 
Morning, nocn, and night, careſs her, 
And be as fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's ſrow- ard, 
Saucy, jilting, and untow- ard, 

Should you act the whining coward, 
Tis to mend her ne'er the whit; © 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then a-gog, when once you. find her, 
Let her go and never mind her; | 
Heart alive you're fairly quit. 


{ 


SONG 
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SONG 311. 
The SalLox. Sung by Mrs. ViIxcENr, at Marybone. 


0 INE loft to peace of mind ſerene, | 
x ) I drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, | 
I'll court each melancholy ſcene, 

And give my ſorrows their full ſcope, 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant tar, 
Who ſports with fierce deſtructive war, 
Think what l feel, where'er thou art, 
Think of thy. Mary's. breaking heart. 
Secure thy dancing caſtle rides 

Upon the boſom. of the deep, 
The ſtormy wind and wave abides, 

And navigation bids thee fleep ; 
But balmy ſleep and downy reſt 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
When jealous fears like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, and winds and waves 

More dreadful to the love-toſs'd mind, 
Than thoſe the ſkilf. 1 ſeaman braves, 

Who leaves pale care and prick behind. 
Th” adventurous maid embark'd like me, 
That ſails on ſuch a troubled ſea, 

The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 
And in its depths ſeek a retreat. 


Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon & hiſper to thy fears, if 

My ſailor may return again, | | 
Crown'd with ſacceſs to dry my tears 

When fame, and all her gaudy charms, 

Shall yield to my longing arms, . . ö. 

And one bleſs*d hour together blend 

The lover, hero, huſband, friend. 


 Caonrvs 
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nous. 
Britannia hail, thou mighty queen, 
3 ſtren th, the power, the ſeas are thine, 
Long may oy now'ron juice lean, 
To be preſerv'd they muſt combine: 
To covrage ſingly neer reſort, 
For virtue 1s thy true ſupport, 
Tis that alone can ſtrength maintain, 
Be virtuous, and fot ever reign. 


8 O N G 5 312. On St. D. viD's Day. 


OLD winter with an icy face, 

Thou bidſt us once farewel, 

And man- like March. to take his place, 
One month with us to dwell. 

He's brother to ſweet April ſhow/rs,. 
And uſter to ſweet May, 

And in his hat he wears a leek. 

Upon St. David's day. 


When Julius Cæſar with his force, 
Did firſt invade this land, 

Fhe Welſhmen bold, with foot and horſe,. 
Did his proud force withſtand, 

A tribute he from them did ſeek, 
Which they refus'd: to pay, 

That makes the Welſhmen wear their leek 
Upon St. David's day. 


Then after them Saxons came, 
Whom Efex to obtain, 

And with an army well. prepar'd, 
The kingdom for to gain. 


[ 305 } 
Both towns and cities went to rack, 
While Saxons bore the ſway : 
At length the Welchman drove them back 
Upon St. David's day. 


And after them the Danes came in, 
That proud uſurping foe, _ 
At Wincheſter they did begin 
This land to overflow. _— 
Till captain Lloyd, that Welſhman bold, 
Did fee their lives decay, 
And conquer'd all the Daniſh crew, 
Upon St. David's day. 


When crook-back Richard wore the crown, 
As regent of this land, 

No policy could pul} him down, 

Nor his proud force withſtand; . 

Till Henry Richmond enter'd Wales, 
« Whom Welſhmen did obey, 

And conquer'd-him in Boſworth field a 
Upon St. David's day. | 


* let Spaniards boaſt, 
Dennis was for France, 

St. Patrick for the weſtern coaſt, 
Now Welſhmen bold advance. 

So let St. George ſtill wield the ſword, 
And David bear the ſway ; | 

Welſhmen wear leeks with one accord _ 
Upon St. David's day. 


The Welſhmen they were always true, 
And with a full conſent, 
Tuey gave their king and prince their dues 
And lov'd their preſident. 
So jovial bleflings be on thoſe lads 
That gain the boldeſt ſway, 
The lord may bleſs their merry hearts 
That keep St. David's day. 


$0NG 
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SONG 213. eee S con A Ballad. 
Sung by Mrs PIN To. Set by Dr. Agxe,,, + 


T 'OTHER day as I ſat in dle ſycamore ſhade, 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, | 

I trembled—T bluſh'd — a poor innocent maid! 

| And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 

Silly heart, I 677 0 fie ! What a flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſigns you no il; 

The ſhepherd's ſo a9 you've nada to o fear, 
Then prythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded Ne more! WF 

But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour fo ſa ect, 
I could not be grudge him a ſcore. 

My lambkins I've kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 

Many times as we play'd on the hill: L 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gatlop round, 

Nor would the tand urchia lie ſtill. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the Vendor ande 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair: | 

And, virgins, in faith, I'm no. Ionger afraid, 

| Altho the dear ſhepherd be there. | | 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he wakes; | 
My heart may rebound if it will ; 

There's ſometliing ſo ſweet in the buſtle i it maker, 
I'll die ere 1 Pat it lie Wie: | 


_ EE 
—Y 


— 


4 as 
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SONG: ih Song by Mr. VERNON, 
| cet by Mr. ARNnoLD. . 
R E Phcebus ſhall peep. on the freſh, buddirs 
flow'r, | | 
Or blue- bells are rob'd of their dew ; ; 
Sleep on my Magia while I deck the bow'r, 


To make i it more worthy of you. 


* * 3 G 
4 


2 


| There 
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There roſes and jes' mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue; 

The lilly to match with thy bofom ſo ſweet, x 
How faint it's reſemblance of yoo: FT | 


LW 


With ſweets of thy breath, the hedge vi'let ſhall vie 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 

The thorn ſhall be rob5e of the ſloe for thine eye, 
Yet nature paints nothing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare, 
The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe ; 
Whoſe hands if to touch it, bold ſhepherds: -ſhou'd 


dare, 
Wou'd ſhrink W all others but me. 


” 
- 
— * * n — * — — w 


SONG 315, The PILGRIM. 
From the original ITALIAN, | 


N | phone for pa aſt folly, 
4 grim blithe and jolly, 

Sworn foe to melancholy, 

Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ;' 
With cockle ſhells on hat bein, 
Staffs, beads and ſcrip, in that trim, 
Befitting of a pilgrim, 

Begging for charity. 


With unſhod feet he traces 
His way through wilds and chaces, 
And ſundry diſmal places, | 

In hopes ſome roof to ſee ; 
But when that he could find no 
| Houſe nor hut to go to, | 
Was ever pilgrim put ſo 

To it for charity. 

But 


1 **. 


But now when moſt dejected, 
Kind heaven, when leaſt expected, 
A maiden's ſteps directed. 

Whence come you, Sir, ſays ſhe ? : 
Full many a weary fiep, ſweet, 
And all with theſe poor bare feet. 

O. could I, by your help, meet 
Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, I ſee you're quite ſpeut, 
"Ye: what I ſay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to-night with me. 
This favour is exceſſive; 
No ſpeeches, Sir, while I live, 
If I bave ought | can give, 

*Tis given in charity. 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating, 
And call'd her love and ſweeting, 
With many a tender greetiag, 

So kind a heart had he. 
Kind Sir, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, 
Tis time you were retir'd, 
Nor beds nor rooms are hit'd, 


But lent in charity. 


My tenement is brittle, 

And is, I fear, too little, 

It fits me to a tittle, 

So in at once went he. 
Through many a town and city 
Pve been, and O! the pity, 
Ne'er met a r' om ſo pret:y, 


Nor ſo much charity. 


Nine 
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Nine days he paſt in clover, 

So well he play'd the lover, 

She thought it too ſoon over, 
And will you go? ſaid ſhe. 

But, gentle pilgrim, ſhould you 

Return, you know | would do 

As much as woman could do, 
To ſhew my charity. 


— — 


— 


8 ON G 316. jonn Anbzxson, my Jo. | 
Sung by the Choice Spirits. 


OH N Anderſon, my Jo, John, 

J f wonder what you mean, 

To riſe ſo ſoon in the morning, 

And fit up fo late at een; 

You'll bleur out a your eyn, John, 
And why will you do ſo ? 
Come ſooner to your bed at e'en, 

- John Anderſon, my jo. 


John Anderſon, my jo, John, 
When firſt you did begin, 

You had as good a tail tree 
As ony ither man —— 

But now tis waxen weak, John, 
And wriggles to and fro ; 

I gi'e twa gae ups for ane gae do vn, 
John Anderſon, my jo. 


John Anderſon my jo, 
You're welcome when-you pleaſe, 
Either in the warm bed, John, 
Or elſe upon the claeths; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Or you ſhall have the horns, John, 

Upon your head to grow; | 

And that's the cuckold's maliſon, 
John Anderſon, my jo. 


When you come on before, - John, 
See that you do your beſt.— 

When you begin to haud me, - 
See that you gripe me faſt : 

See that you gripe me faſt, John, 
Until that I cry oh! 


Your back ſhall crack e'er I cry ſlack, 


John Anderſon, my jo. 
O! *tis a fine thing 
To keek out o'er the dyke, 
But *tis a muckle finer thing 


To ſee your hurdies fyke, John, 1 | 


To ſee your hnrdies fyke, John, 
And wriggle to and fro; 


Tis then I like your chaunter pipe, 


John Anderſon, my jo. 


I'm backed like a ſalmon, 
I'm breafted like a ſwan, 


My wyme is like a down cod, 


My middle you may ſpan ; 
From top unto my toe, John, 
I'm like the new fawn ſnow ; 


And *tis a' for your conveniency, 


John Anderſon, my jo. 


$ONG 


3111 
SOG NG 9317. 
RzgcrrxriIvE. 


HF, feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent ſtand, 
M, ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule; 
No brow auitere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; N 
Old Care begone ! here fadnefs rs à ſin. ˖ 


A T4: 


Tell me not the joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's EAA 2 
Wealth and wifdom J deſpiſe, 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe: 

The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 

And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth; 

Me their friend and fav'rite own, 

I was born for them alone: 

Bus*neſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 

Give *em to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine. 
Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones fay ; 
Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy ; 
So ſhall love and life be mine ; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


SONG 
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SONG 318. Py F. Fawxes, A. M. 


E AR Tom this brown jug that now foams with 
mild ale, | 

(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 
Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As e' er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl. 

In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, | 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell 

Bell, he bore off the bell. "EM 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing forrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was Bilan his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body when long in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug 3. 
Now ſacred to 1 to mirth and mild ale, 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale, 


Vale, ſweet Nan of the vale. 


nn — — — 


SONG 319. Nancy PI ER. 


Xr HEN heart and head are crack't with care, 
With more than heart and head can bear, 


There's nothing thoſe cracks repair, 
Like this my Nancy Piper. 


What 
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What i is man without his mate, 

Jack for Gill, and Tom for Kate, 

Each for each was form'd * fate, 

And I for e Pi 125 


A bowl of punch will make you gay, 
But when the fumes are paſs'd away, 
Your joys are gone, your ſorrows ſtay, 
Not ſo with Nancy Piper, 


In her the beſt ingredients meet, 
Not weak and ſow, and ftrong and ſweet, 
But beſt refin'd, and ſpirits neat, 

Are found in Nancy Piper, 


Old Time, that thief, will ſteal your prime, 
To ſteal from him will be no crime, 
Of all his cares, let's cheat old Time, 
By the help of Naney re. 


Then come, my Nancy, trip away, 

To morrow's grief will kill to-day, 

And drive out care with dance and play, 

And thus we'll pay the Piper. 


e 


— 
—_ 


SONG 30. HUNTING. 


ARK! away! 'tis the merry-ton'd horn 
: Calls the hunters all up with the morn : 
To the hills and the woodlands we ſteer, 

To unharbour the out-lying deer, 


Cuorus of HunTs$SMEN, 


And all the day long, 2 - 
This, this is our ſon g | 
P Still 


„„ 
Still hallowing 1 
And followiag, 


* 


So frolick and free; | 
Qur joys knqw⸗ no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 


No mortals on earth are ſo hagpy ag we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills. they al] echo, hillo! EY 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 

Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound. to the ſxies. 
Ang all the day Jong, &. 


When we-ſweep o'er. the vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labours we feel.? 
Which alone they who taſte can. reveal, 

And, all the day long, &c. 


At night when our labour is done, 
Then we will go hallowing home, 
With a hallo, hallo, ane a huzza, 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 
And all the day Iong, & c. 


_ 4 


Woman for Max: addreſſed to the Batchelors. 


INE, wine, we allow. the briſk, fountain, of 
mirth, | | 
It frights away care, and gives jollity birth; 
Vet while we thus freely great Bacchus approve, 
Let's pay the glad tribute to Venus and love ; 
For do what you will, nay, or ſay what you can, 
Who loves not a woman, the wretch is no man. 


3 To 
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To the charms of that ſex let us chearful 
Our youth and our vigour, they're better than wine 
There's ment, I own, in a ga ay fo ſparkling glaſs, 
very 


But can it compare with a lovely kind laſs ? | 
No, it cannot compare, you may ſay what you can, : 
Who prefers not a woman, the wreteli is no man, 


Th” enehantments of beauty what force can repel; 
The eyes powerful magic, the boſom's ſoft ſwell, 
The look ſo endearing, thè kind melting kiſs ; 

The enjoyments of love, are all rapture and biüß: 
Then who women refuſes, reje&s nature's plan, 
He may ſay what he will but the wretch is no man. 


May ſcandal, misfortune, and direful diſgrace, 
Be the portion of all th effemitb ate race; 
Like England what nation on earth can they find, 
Whoſe ny niphs are ſo fair, ſo inviting} and kind? 
Then who women refuſes, rejects nature's plan, 
May they fuffer like brutes, nor be pity'dby may, 


From a ſtriking example my moral fill ſpring; 
Who'd act like a man, let him copy his king . 
Like George in his youth, the gay fpri ng * of life, 
Let ev'ry good f-How now take him a w 8 
When by Hymen you're bleit, reſt ſecurely, for then 
Yow'll have nothing to d6, bat to ane yourſelves 


men, 
| 4 2. 8 E 9 " 
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SONG 322. 
322. 


AV E „bmen and wine there is nothitignir life” 
That can bfibe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
When tlic heart is perplex' d, and ſurrourided with 
eile 
Dear women and wine only cure it. | 
* Come 
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Come on, then, my boys, we'll have woman and 
wine, | 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them ; 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them, 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and ſound, my dear 
Jack, 
To heighten our am'rous fires ; | 
Our. girls plump and ſound ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 


And gratify all our deſires, 


5 
— 


SONG 323. 
AI L 1 old England, for glory re- 


nown 
In arms, as in arts, fo tranſcendantly crown'd, 

"Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break; 
"Tis thine to revenge, when that honour's at ſtake ; 
Then now rouze, ye brave, draw the ſword, point 
„ „ the lance, | 
And bid the bold cannon hurl thunder to France. 


CHORDU Ss. 


| Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons ; to conqueſt 
purſue ; 


For the trumpet of vitry's uplifted for you. 


Hark ! truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail ; 
The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale : 
Thy cunning, O! France, its own fate will decree ; 
Succeſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by ſea; 

And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 

To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. 


Huzza, &c. | 
| 1 Britannia 


—— p— — 
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Britannia rejoices your ardour to ſee ; 

My ſons, fight, ſhe cries, 'tis for Freedom and me; 

Tho? Gallic ambition alliance explore ; 

You've conquer'd them now, whom you've conquer'd 

before ; 

And triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 

The ocean is George's, and George is our king. 
Huzza, &c. 


— * 


SONG 324. 
Tune, If he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw. 


O think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but 
right; 

And refle8ion Is good, tho? there's nothing got by't : 

How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs 1 

But till the genteeleſt is keeping a Miſs: 

The prudent are conſtant to one, and no more; 

But I, like a blockhead, muſt dabble with four; 

I'll tell you their names, tho? you'll call me a rake : 

—— Miſs- conduct, Miſs-chance, and Miſs- 
{ take. . ö , = 


Four jilts ſo deſtructive, four brimſtones ſo bad, 
By Jove were ſufficient to drive a man mad : 
Tho? Jealouſy oft? makes the fair diſagree, 
Yet theſe all united in kindneſs to me; 
In life's wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to firay, , 
And ſcem'd to ſpread flow'rs of delight on the way, 
So ſimple was I, I'd have dy'd for the ſake 
Of Miis-fortune, Miſs- conduct, Miſs-chance, and 
Miſs-take. 


. 
— 


At length, fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon combin'd, 
Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind: 
| P 3 You've 
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| You've ſurely not got *em for better for worſe ; 

Get at once into bus'neſs, you'll get a divorce. 

I thought *twas my duty to part with 'em too 

Becaote they ſo long had detain'd me from you: 

And now, do but ſmoak, and I'll ever forſake 

PN Miſs. conduct, Miſs-chance, and Mifs- 
take. 


SONG 325. 
To the Tune of RA G- FAIR. 


LD bards have ſung how we could boaſt 

Of places much xengqwn'd, 
For bloody battles won and loſt, | 

And royal monarchs crown'd : 

But all thoſe deeds his age exceeds, 
357 aye not worth regarding, ; 
Some have declar d, when once compar'd, 
Witz famous Covent-Garden. 


Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build, 


For 75 et be od 1 3 
Wh . L6H gs 1 hear, are fill'd 
Wich reaſons like 4 pudding? 
Though with his clack, the man in black 
Is (omerimes r 


a ee 
W beep fol, both youpg and e 
ie as eve 


eturn As WF 2s ex. 


And not far off great Shakeſpear's 
E is court is alway . keeping; | ſhade 
Where comedy is laughigg wade, 


Kad geg) bs Weebipg: Hers 
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Here Romeo fighs, and Hamlet dies, 
And brave Othello's undone ; 

To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 
Or elſe the cries of London, 


The Bedford next, my muſe has found, 
A fight that's worth our taking; 
Where Hobſter cries with pleafing ſound, 
„ Freſh coffee, fir, is making.“ | 
Here's buſkin'd beaus, in rich lac'd cloaths, 
Like lords and *ſquires blufter, 
Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits, 
An odd ſurpriſing cluſter, 


Now further let us ſteer our courſe, 
The Auction Room invites us, 
Where Langford talks till he grows hoarſe, 
And gapes as if he'd bite us. 
« Lot number one, tis finely done, 
The head of cardinal Fleury; 
Gaineas a ſcore, I aſk no more, 
"Tis worth it, Pl] aſſare you.” 


Round Hunter's door young ſurgeons ſtand, 
Like ctows for earrion waiting; 

Within behold the butchering band, 
On blood and bones debating, 

The doctor thus you here difcais, 
A larger vein here ſeen is, 

Which from the root begins 10 ſhoot, 


And runs quite through the penis.“ 


Here Venus? fons, more nice than wiſe, 
To Douglas's retire ; | 
Who often from love's banquet rife, 
As ſparks aſcends from N 
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Here juſtice too, appears in view, 
With bandage o'er her peepers, 

And ſword held out, both long and ſtout, 
To guard the brathrel-keepers, 5 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds and whores, 
Who daily do enſnare men; | 
Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
With Welch and Iriſh chairmen: . 
And trav'lers, who the world go through, 
Have given atteſtation ; 
So ſtrange a place, you cannot trace, 
In any other nation. 


Py 


2 


s O NG 326. The RIDDLE. 


m a hole that's too narrow when firſt I am try'd, 
Yet the thing I am made for can ſtretch me out 
| — Ls (FRI vn 
"Thowat the firit entrance perhaps I may teaze ye, 
Soon after | commonly prove for to pleaſe ye. 


I'm long in my ſhape, and my depth can't be found, 
But when i'm ſtreètch'd open, my form is more rour d; 
Tho' I'm nothing but mouth, yet no teeth can you find, 
1 am chiefly before, tho? I'm ſometimes behind, + 


And as for colour; if e'er you have ſeen 

The whimſical coat of the ſtage Harlequin, 

It's white and it's red, and it's black and it's brown, 
Not a colour on that but on me may be found, 


Some whimſical fools, who quite bare choſe to have 
me, F ads. +449415 away ta 

Az act in their favour. petition'd there might be : 

| Then 
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Then the k—g and the ſtate took me into their care, 

And declar'd with one voice they would chooſe me 
with hair. w 


I was form'd in an inſtant, but waz not compleat ; 
There was ſomething till wanting they found out not 


et; 

Then 8 roſe vp, all like creatures be · 
witch'd, 

And cry'd, it 's worth nothing, if tis not well ſitch'd., 

To modeſt folks ears [ would give no v offence ; 1 

Tho? the meaning is double you may draw from 
hence, 

You may think what you will, but my fong's not 
obſcene, 


For 'tis nought but a buttonhole, troth, that I mean. 


_ 
—— 


8 ON G 327. 


8 Wit, Joke, and Humour, together were ſat, 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock, | 
Still varying the ſcene with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawPd, Paſt twelve o clock. 


At that hour, I've read, oft” ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright: | 
Juſt then, in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 

An ancient, pale-face meagre ſprite. 


The phantom appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 
Wit and Humour began Ihen to ſtare; 

Cries out Joke—Look'e, friends, this is nothing new, 
| Behold —ſee, tis only old Care. 


Fs I knew 
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1 know he would tell vs, awes Tims ſent bim be pe, 


us "tis time to be gone; 
But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 


We'll 6niſh him ere it he que. 


They quickly agreed, and about it they went, 
Keiolving of Care to get free; | 

Wit mov'd 1t—and ſtrait they all join'd in conſent 
To lay the ghott in the Red Sea. 


Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, 
And fav'rite toaits they went round; 

When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet vp a laugh: 
Quoth he, How Care looks now he's drown'd. 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza they all cry'd, 
; We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 
Fill your bumpers around, let this be our pride, 
To ting, laugh, and drink to che beit. 


Now their blood running high, at a conqueſt ſo great, 
To ſinging and drinking they fix; | 

With the ſun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at fix. 


—— — — * 


Free 7 1 4 „  &þ 


8 ON G 328. 


T OM Ramble, a.rake of true catholic hope, 
Who rely'd on ſalvation by faith in the pope ; 
Wich ſoine qualms of contrition one morning was 
taken, | 
And his conſcience declar'd it was hightime to reckon, 


Nis ſteps to a convent our gallant addreſs'd, 

To pour his tranſgreflions in Dominic's breaſt; 

He tore his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupec, 

Ke broke his couteau, and he dropp'd on his _ 
AKE. 
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| RAK E. 
O father! loſt peace to a ſinner reſtore; 
Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more; 


Thus ſaying, a purſe ſrom his pocket he loog'd ; 
Which, ey d by the father, this anſwer produc'd ; 


1 . Frian. 
Son, truſt our good mother, ſhe'll always confer 
Indulgence to thoſe who're indulgent to her ; 
Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their fouls ; 


The charch has remiſſion while you have piſtoles. 
| R A K Es 
A ſhepherdeſs, harmleſs and young, I betray'd ; 
I found her, ah | wiſk had left Her a mad: 
This brought the repentance, this brought che d&. 
light ; | [making the purſs,] 
Take, take, holy father, this fiend from my fight. 


The friar obey'd,,and took charge of the booty 
Obedience, you know, was a'branich of his duty; 
So was poverty, too, but (aurum accepity. _ 

I hope you don't think his intent was to keep it. 


But leſt a bad tale, by its length, be made worſe, 
The friar well weighing the caſe - and the purſe, 

I find not, ſaid he, any cauſe of alarm; 
You inſtructed the ignorant—where was the harm? 


Rate. 


The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurprize; 

How gloomy her grief, but how bright were her 
eyes! Pr | 

No ſecond. enjoy ments ſhe ſwore to allow; 


= 


1 kiſs'd off her tears, and, oh! caticell'd-her vow. 
r Ps Faian 


— — 
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Mere charity, fir, had oblig'd you to this, 
To comfort the widow, can ne'er be amiſs. - 


Rake. 
An ende confort next fell to my ſhare; 
In ſhort, ſir, I r-viſh'd the obſtinate fair: 
Her huſband intruded, ard fell in the ftrife : 
I robb'd her of her bonour, and him of his life. 


. FR IAR. 
Piſh let not ſuch trifles your mind in commode; 
To take from the heretic 5 giving to God, 


| | R A k E. 
To a beautiful nun I my love did reveal ; 
She open'd her breaſt, and 1 _ her cell: 
She er O Heavens! 


FR TIA R. | 
4 * Damnation and Hell! 
Mark, merk it in black, ye facred zecorders ; 
What! lie with a nun, and not 1 in orders ! F: - 
No prayers, no alms, can atone for this evil ; 
Down, down to damnation, down, down to the 
Devil: 
Tom tock up his purſe, and away crept the monk: 
One ſneak d to his gruel, and one to his punk. 


— 1 1 
— 2 — 


Wa 8 ON G 329. Tune, Back Joxe. 


8 Chloe was bathing one hot ſammer's day, 
The arch god of love went a Jhooting _ 


way, 
1 With 
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With his ſly looks, and malice ſo deep; 

Were his weapons in order, ſo naked he founck her, - 

He ſurely had laid her as flat as a flounder ; | 

But when with his dart he attempted to ſting, 

He drew with ſuch force that he broke the bow-ſtring, 
And then the beſt he could do was to peep. 


The lilies ſo fair, when as ſhe good by em, | 

Were nothing but daffodils when ſhe came nigh em, 
So fair was her face, her ſkin was ſo white; 

Alcho' but a blinker, he plainly diſcovers 

Such charms as would vanquiſh the ſtouteſt of lovers; 

He view'd her behind, and he view'd her before; 

Had he ſeen his own mother he cou'd not ſee more: 
Oh ! what wou'd a mortal give for the ſight. 


Whatever was beautiful, ſurely was there; * 
But nothing ſo pleas'd the young God as her hair, 
For never were locks ſo finely diſplay'd: 

To name to perfection is hard. for my ſong, . 

The colour ſo bright, and the buckle ſo firong : 

When —_— ſtretch'd *em at length, they gave ſuch a 
rin 

Which made 2 conclude one wou'd make a bows 
ring; 


And. for it an artful project he laid... 


The god from his ambuſh quickly aroſe, 

And ſuddenly ſtepp'd up the bank to her cloaths, 
And ſtood, as in arms, confeſs'd to her fight ; 

In what'a ſad taking, was then the poor maid, 

To run to her petticoats ſhe was afraid : 

Dear Chloe, ſays Cupid, for one ſingle hair 5 

You may 9 my friendſhip, tis what you can 

are; 


Then give it, and there” 5 * Xs to the fright. 
F th * 
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The requeſt was ſo ſmall ſhe was loth to refuſe it; 
But what he inſiſted on, was, that he'd chuſe it, 
To which the poor girl was oblig'd to conſent ! 
He rumag'd her head: bebind and before, 
Her eye brows, her eyelids, and ſearch'd 'em all o'er; 
He choſe one at length, but from which of the three, 
The critics diſpute it, yet all de agree, 

That Cupid was plea d, and Chloe content. 


His bow then he ſtrung, and his firing did ſo fit its 
Fhat he never aim'd at a heart but he hit it: 
What havock he made is hard to declare; 
Whoever has felt the power of his bow, | 
It wou'd— bleſs his majeity—wmake him lie low; 
Then Chloe, dear Chloe, pray ſend for a barber, 
It may be high. treaſon ſuch locks thus to harbour; 
For love will get at em wherever they axe. 


"oY dna nnr . ta. a i ids._Aioonn 
— — 


SONG 330. 
"AREWEE to Lochaber, and farewel, my 
ſean, | 


Where heartſome with thee Pve many day been: 
For I.ochaber no more,. Lochaber no more, 
Theſe tears that I ſhed titey are a“ for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on Weir; | 


Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes-tife; and riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 
Tho? loudeſt of th under on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my lpve on tlie ſfiore; 


To 


f 3807 J 


To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain d. 


And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory, my Jenny, maun plead: my exeuſc ; 
Since 4 commands me how, can 1 refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And, without thy favour, I'd better not be! 

J gae, then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck ta come gloriauſſ hame, 
Pl bring a heart to thee with Iove running o' en, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


SONG 331. 


OT far from town, a country ſquĩte, 
An open hearty blade, | 
Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong defize 
To kiſs the chamber. maid, 
To kiſs, to kiſs the chamber maid. 
One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, 
And all beneath the mulb'ry tree, 
He kiſs'd the chamber maid, 
He kiſs the chamber maid, 


The parſon's ſpouſe, from window. high, 

The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, 
And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 

7 She'd been the chamber maid ; 

When all was, o'er, poor Betty cry'd, 
Kind fir, I'm much afraid, 

That. woman there will tell, your bride, 
You've kiſs'd her chamber maid. 
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The ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
That ſhe might not upbraid, 
And inſtantly the lady brought, 
Where he had kiſs'd her maid; 
Then all beneath the mulb'ry tree 
Her ladyſhip was laid. 
And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was ſhe, 
Juſt like her chamber maid, 


Next morning came the parſon's wife, 
For ſcandal was her trade, 

I ſaw your ſquire, ma'm, on my life, 
Great with your chamber maid : 


When, cry'd the lady, where and how? 


Ill ſoon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chamber maid. 


This fal ſhood,  cry'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 

"Twas I chanc'd there to make a ſlip,. 
And not my chamber maid; 

Both parties parted in a pet, | 
Not truſting what was ſaid, 

And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty chamber maid.. 


SONG 332. 


HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's 


food, . 


Tt ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 


Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good ; 


O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 


But 


1 329 J 


But ſince we have learnt from all · conquering France 

To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We're fed up with nothing but vain complaiſance: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day longs 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong, 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


But now we are dwindled to what ſhall I name : 
A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, —and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 

O the roaſt beef, &c, 7 = ele af V 


When good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip-ſlops were known, 
The world was in terror, if e'er ſhe did frown: 
O the roaſt beef, cke. 2 
In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs, the vaunting armada of Spain. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. i 


- 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat, and to fight, : 
And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
right; N | | 
But now Jes. ve a pack of I could—but good-night . 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef!  -, 
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PT LVTA, on her arm reclining, 


In a ſhady grove's retreat, 
Lay in looſe attire, deſigning, fa, la, la, &c. 
avoid the ſuftry heat. 


Tho? unveil'd, the thought no ſtander 
By could view the lonely fair, Fo 

While young zephyrs came and fann'd her, fal, 
N | 
Beauteous face with fragrant air. 


There the blooming nywph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent ſwain, 

There extended ſhe lay wanting, fal, la, &c, 
Him to eaſe her love«fick pain. 


Soon the happy youth, who won her, 
To the kind retreat drew near; 535 
And in trauſport p22'C upon her fal, la, &t 
Charms repes'd in ſlumber there. 8 


Love purſuaded, twas no fin to 
Vent his flames without debate, 
So he boldly enter'd into, fal, la, &. 
Tales of love with Sylvia ſtrait. | | 


—7 a * * r * 2 4 = 
— —— uu — —  — 


SONG 334. By J. Cormncnan. 


H E filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro? the night, | 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 


And kiſs reflected light; 


To 
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To courts begone, heart-ſoothing ſleep 
Where you've ſo ſeldom bien, © ; 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and fwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay; 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And pives the promis'd May : 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to play fal notes, 
And rouſe 2 nodding groye, 
»Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love : 5 | 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new. dreſs'd green 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks; 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now, blithſome, o'r the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or flog their love-tun'd lay ; 

Till May, in morning rabe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen ; | 

The nymphs and ſWains, exulting, cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


— ; mental — 
SQNSG 335» Tune, GAG Yoapin. 
C25 Roger, andliſten 10 where I have been 


Ize tell thee what wonderful zights 1 have zeen, 
Such 
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Such places, for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 
O brave London! O ſweet London! 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town. 


Tune, Jonx and BET TT. 


Firſt, you muſt know, 
That we did go | 
Into the zity; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple-bar, 
The: wax. work pretty. 


Tune, I made "Fn to Kare. 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul. 
Tho! thouſands I did zee, 
Twas bigger than 'em all: 
And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend; © 
80 many, wound! 1 thought 
We-ne'er ſhould zee an end: 
But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came; 
Had you been in my place, 
Why, you'd have done the fame, 


Tune, Tom loves Many pafüng well. 


To Guild-ball next we did repair, 


That we might view the giants; 


| They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French defiance : 
That when they heard the clock ſtrike, one, 


They would come down and greet me: 


I'cod I did not like ſuch vun; 
I was afraid they'd eat me. 


Tune, 


1 


Tune, Srickx a Pin there. 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtrol ld, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold; 
When the ſhew-man, at laſt, bid the laſſes ſo fair 
In old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. 


, Tune, My fond SHerKERDs, of late, &c. 


Back to Weſtminſter-Abbey we ſtray d, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and tombs ; 
But I never zaw zince I was made, ' 
Such a number of deadly high rooms. 
Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine ; 
What the boys ſung I underſtood not ; 
But the people in chorus did join, 
That in Heaven I thought I was got. 


Tune, The ArTrTic Firs. 


At playhouſe, too, I did admire 
A man who walk'd upon a wire, 

As tho'f it was the ground; 
And then, the zails of our mill, | 
When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand Aill; 
So faſt he did turn round. 10 


Tune, KITTY FETT. 


But now the time, alas! was come, 
When I muſt think of going home; 

Ah me! unhappy clown; 
I dreamt of what I had zeen all night, 
And, early by the morning light, 

I left dear London town. 
Charming London! happy London J. 
Adieu! dear London, London town. 


#0NG 
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The Mor ine Way. By G. A. Sttvens. 
To the Tune of DRY Down. 


W ARM avd wanton one night by her hofband's 
dull ſide, 
A wiſhing wife ſighing, began thus tochide; 
Fis hard, my dear Jack, that from me you ſoo'd fray, 
Be contented at home, in the midling way, 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 


What abroad can you find that you Have not at home, 

Jack heard her, but ſlily reſolv/d"to be mum; 

She pull'd him, ſhe pinch'd him, and; ery id out, John, 

Pray 

Do not ſleep now, my dear, for tis out of the way, 
Derry down, &c. 


With a yawn, jack. he crĩer, wifey what ist you want? 
Il do 211 1 can, if my all will content; 
Your'all, my dear Jack, it is alt you caw ſay, 
Or all that 1 want in the midling way, 
Derry down, &c. 


To obey he began, bat began in a burry, 

Which like, poor Him Carrell, put ma am ima fry ; ; 

Says, ſhe I perceive, you don't mind what I ſay, 

Lord, Jack, pray hot flill, fot Frm out of the way, 
Derry down, &c. 


Why, I hate to be tantalia'd; Jack, and you know i it, 
If you've any love for me; now pray, my dear, ſhew it; 
= obey*d the direction, till all ſhe cou'd ſay, 
as now your are plump in the midling way, 
Dey down, &c. 


Te 


333 ] 
Pve ſung you a ſong in the midlingrw | 
My 8 is, poor, I ſuppoſe you will ay ; 
Yet ſo fond I'm of ſinging, my. Muſe next intends 
To fing, or ſay ſometiing, of t'other two ends, 
Derry down, &c.. . 


Which end is the beſt, and which. moſt can prevail, 
As for (hips, birds, and th, they are ſteer'd by the tail; 
And alcho* man and wife, for the head may contend, 
They're both better pleas d, when. they get t'ther end, 

Derry down, &e. 


The end of our miſſes, the end of our wives, 

The end of our laves, and the end of our lives.; 

The end of connection twixt miſtreſs and male, 

Tho? the head daes deſign, has its, end in. the tail, 
Derry down, &c. 


More ends I cou'd name, but theſe are the beſt, 

No end ſhould I gain, in recounting, the. reſt; 

Yet, one [ will add, which you cannot think wrong, 

And that is, ta make here an end of my ſong, 
Derry down, down, down'derry down. 


— — — . — 
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HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe ! 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 

Yet Moggy's ſtill (weeter than thoſe, 

Both nature and faney exceed: 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed, gliding gently through thoſe, 

Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 
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'The warblers are heard in the grove, i 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh ; ; N 
The black- bird, and ſweet cooing dove, © 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh. - * 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 


| f And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Moggy not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſly ſtray, 

While, happily, ſhe lies aſleep? 

Tweed's mcrmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd fleal an ambroſial kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel ; 
No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces all round her to dwell : 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say charmer, where do thy flocks firay ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed? 
"Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the 1'weed ? 


LL 4 - 
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 ToasTs, SENTIMENTS, Ho Noss, &c. 
MANY OF THEM „ 


Compiled and written for chis Work... 


Onſtancy in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip. 
Health in freedom, and content 1a bondage. 
Succeſs to the lover, and joy to the beloved. 
May the fingle be marry'd, and the marry'd be happy. 
Succels to the falling woman, and the TY man. 
The magic ring. 


May our joy and vigour be united, and both be ex- 
tenſive. 


May our joys with the fair give pleaſure to the heart. 
May our happineſs be ſincere, and our joys be — 
'Fhe pleaſures of i imagination realiz'd. 

Han's Carvell's ring. 

The mother of all ſouls. 


May our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have time 
to enjoy them. 


Q_ Day 
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Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure. 


Ihe female reaper, that never leaves a handful fandin 8 
The Veniſon feaſt, four haunches well ſpitted. 


Honour and influence to the public ſpirited patrons 
of trade. 


May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut 
in foreign foppery, to the deſtruction of the trade 
and manufactures of Eng land. 


May 355 ever continue in the friends of England. 
; The love of liberty, and liberty in FIR 


The 2 in Middleſex, and the middle of the faix 
N 


The thatch'd houſe under the hill. 
Life, love, and liberty. 
May we never want vigour when we come to a ſhift, 


Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, and life to him 
that has courage to loſe it. 


Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. | 
Every honeft man his right, and every rogue a halter. 


Extreme unction in dying virginity. 
Health of body, rende of mind, a clean aun and a | 


guinea, 
All our wants and wiſhes. 
Kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe ain we kiſs, 
Equal j joy in a critical minute. | 


So 


Js . Sueceſs 


* 


2 ju 
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Succeſs to the lover, horiour to che brave, © '* 
Health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlaue. 
Perpetaal diſappointment to the enemies of England. 
May the true lovers of liberty in England, be for ever 
unitedl in affection, as they are in tereſt. | 
May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, or eſtate in 
n En gland, never have any ſhare in the government 
of it. „ | fo; 50 
Diſappointment to thoſe who barter the cauſe of their 
country for oſtentation or ſordid gain. N 
May we always be attached to thoſe who perſevere in 
generous endeavours to promote the welfare of their 
country, _ | 2 | GY, 
The ſteady friends of Britain. 
Diſappointment to thoſe who form expectations of 
places and penſions on the ruin of theit country. 
May all thoſe who for ſordid intereſt endeavour to be- 
tray their country, meet the fate of Judas. 
May the enemies of Britain never eat the bread. there- 
of, or if they do, be choaked with the firlt bit. 
A ſpeedy export to all the enemies of England with- 
out a draw-back, | v 
May we never want ſpirit and reſolution to defend our 
independency againſt the attacks of ambition. 
The honeſt North country ſmith, who refuſed to ſhoe 
for the man who. voted againſt his country. 


May all attempts to pervert and deſtroy our precious 
conſtitution, be fruſtrated and void. 4 


May we always deteſt the malice of thoſe, who at- 
tempt to diſunite the intereſt of our king and 


country, which are ever inſeparable. 


* 


8 - a £ 
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WE is 
The honeſt patriot and unbiaſs'd Briton; 


May we always be able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, who, by 
- aſfteady and uniform adherence to their duty, * 


tinguiſh themſelves. 


May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, wh « en- 
gaged under the banner of juſtice. 


May, we always be able to refilt the aſſaults of pro 
perity and adverſity. | 
.May our conſcience. be ſound tho' our 8 ebene 
ten. 


May temptation never conquer virtue. 

Frugality without meanneſß. ESR: << 

May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 

-May we be rich in friends rather than money. 

May we be loved by thoſe whom we love. 

May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends, 

May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather n 

money. 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and friends 

to nothing but merit. 


May we never ſeek applauſe from arty rinciples | 
but always deſerve it from public ſpirit, - PF 


May we, as chriſtians, be zealous without uncharit- 
bleneſs; as ſubjects, loyal without ſervility; ay as 


Citizens, free without faction. 
May ability for doing good be equalled by inclination, 
May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune. 


* 39 May 
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by” thoſe who.inherit the title of Gentlemen by _. | 
eſ 


erve it by their lives. 
May fortune be always an attendant on virtue | 
May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, or a 
credulous girl out of her virtue. 


Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 
Community, unity, navigation and trade. 
More friends and leſs need of them. 

May the man we love be honeſt, and the land elite 


in free. 
May we always have a friend, and know his value 


The two ſtrangers atic—t.. [Honour 1nd Hove] 
The agreeable rubs of life. 

The magical n. | 

Sweet Briars. EF by 
The road to a chritteaiag. * 
May we never want a friend, and a bottle to \givehim. 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 


The two friends who weep at meeting. + 
The key that lets the man in, and the maid out. * 


The bird in hand, and then in the buſh. 

Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds. | 
The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good humour 
The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 


Proviſion to the unprovided. 
May u we have in our arms, what we love in our hearts. 


" | The 


7 
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e 
The pleaſure of pleaſing. 
The firſt game ever play'd at. Whe 
The nice houſe-maid. 7 


The pleaſure we enjoy face to face... 11 | = . F4 WW | 
Up with the linnen, domn -- ma pai 


Breaſt work. aas 2}: NY j] td 


May they never want, who have ſpirit t to fond 
Bucxivcur's Boot, {He had neither legs a arm} 


What charms, arms and diſarms. 


May we pleaſe and be: pleaſed. 

The female economiſt.” a | 
The union of two fond. . 8 
A woman's ſmall and large bade, | 1 * 
Ligonier's livery. — 2 | 


All true hearts and ſound bottoms. | © 9 ; 
Love for love. ” BO; # 
Love, fire, and frolick. . 

Your love for mine, and ourꝰs for that of the . 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 
Love and opportunity. 
Gaiety and innocence. | 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our - 177000 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 
Health, joy, and mutual love. 

Love without fear, 


" And life withaut care, 


mY. 


* ö 


1 Friend. 
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Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without un 


All chat gives you pleaſure. 

Vour love and mine, and the reſt of the company. 

Health, love, and ready rino, | 

To all thoſe whom you and I know. 

May the evening's diverſion bear the morning's re- 
flection. 

May our repreſentatives ſtrenuouſly defend what they 
have wiſely reſolv'd. 

Union, ability, and fidelity, among the lang * 


E hart. 


Here's the pleaſant plac'd Waterfall midſt Buſhy- park z 

Aud the nick makes the tail tand, the  farrier's wife's mk. 

Health and ſucce| WP mm nern wh 

May all true hearts never want « tiling and a goo 
bedfellow. 

May all honeſt ſouls find a bin in need. 


Good luck till we are tired of it. 


A cobweb pair of breeches; a porcupine faddle ; ; 
hard trotting horſe; and along journey to the ene- 
mies of Green-Pritaia. 

May the wings of Extravagancy be clipt by the ſhears 
of CEconomy. 


Confuſion to thoſe, who, e maſk of patri- 
otiſm, pull it off, and deſert the cauſe of Liberty 


in the day of trial. 
May genius and merit never want a friend, 


The ſteady friends of Britain, 


. J 
Senſe = * 
8 * 
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Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 


That prudence, moderation, and an invariable at- 
tention to the public good, may cement the peo- 
ple of England. 

May the friends of England ever have acceſs to the 
throne. 

That freemen may never more be conſider'd as pro- 
perty to be led to market. 

May our repreſentatives, like Free- Maſons, be elected 
by ballot. 

May our beneyolence e bounded ly by our renn 


he lokng gameſters. Lu oy 
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K11 froe hearts and found bottoms. 

Horſes firong, foxes plenty; men ſtout, and women 
healthy. 

Peace and plenty. 
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